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Chapter One 


An anguished scream was jerked to an instant termination 
with one move as the strangled echo ebbed through the 
narrow space. In a single flash the fresh-faced boy was 
changed forever, never to Know or understand the true 
meaning of love or life, his last moments on earth filled with 
horror. The scintillating thought was a bit too profound on 
that bleak summer morning. “Ah...what | wouldn’t give for 
some additional playtime dear boy. You have all the makings 
of a true submissive.” Growling, the lithe body was dropped 
and hit the floor with a tremendous thud. 


There was no way to adequately describe the sheer 
intensity of taking someone's life into your hands. Caressing 
and kneading, loving and then carving out the heart, 
reaching deep inside the gaping hole, the victim still so very 
much alive and so utterly terrified. The incredible joy of 
watching as the pulse of life throbs wildly and the luscious 
human tries to understand the ramifications of your deadly 
actions was a thing of beauty. Perhaps the most delicious 
moment of all was when their haunted eyes followed every 
move, dancing across your face in a heated war of life and 
death, their mind filled with the images of raging terror. And 
then just as the hint of life ebbs from the dimming eyes, you 
reach in, scoop out the bloody tissue with your hands, 
gathering the pulsing muscle, warm and tender and so 
delectable. Tasty. And there is nothing better than savoring 
the ripe, heated and dark red blood as it gushes across your 
hand, dripping onto the hard...cold...floor. The aroma 
pungent yet sweet captivates your very being and stills the 


chilled blood racing through your system. “Mmmm...” As the 
killer squatted, relishing in the memory of so many, the boy, 
perhaps almost a man lay twitching. Dying. 


The killer was happy, no beyond happy. The intense feeling 
was a rapture of lust. Chuckling, the sound bounced off the 
walls in the tiny apartment as the pulsing reverberations of 
the street filtered around them. It was not dawn yet but 
soon enough which would mean too many prying and 
curious eyes and there was still work to be done. Revenge 
was sweet. 


The knife, a remnant from the past, was still embedded 
more for viewing pleasure than anything else but the effect 
had been instantaneous. Jazzed beyond belief, the killer 
laughed, reached down and slathered long fingers into the 
pool of blood, guiding the crimson soaked tips into a hungry 
mouth, savoring the rich copper flavor of the golden haired 
boy. Too much had happened to ever be denied again the 
pleasures that life could offer. “You have no idea just how 
delicious you taste, boy. If | weren’t in a hurry I’d ravish 
every part of your body.” The snack was indeed 
overpowering in its rich heritage and succulent flavor. The 
whispers of people coming and going and beginning their 
wretched days forced a look out the window. How many 
more would be enjoyed? The thought and the number was 
staggering indeed and then again fulfilling. 


The killer stood up and walked to the stove where the 
branding iron lay hot, skimming across the golden flicker of 
the ignited flame. Crude in design and meant as a tease 
only, the symbol was perfect. Unfortunately there was little 
time left before to complete the task. As the last throes of 
life jolted through the dead boy, his body jumped 
involuntarily, thrashing his long legs up and down on the 
hardwood floor. This kill had been too easy. It was not nearly 


as much fun if the ugly creatures didn’t behave like terrified 
prey fighting every move as the knowledge of just how 
fragile their life was settled into the very core of their being. 


With the instrument ready, the killer smiled and advanced 
toward the body allowing one last look at the handy work. 
Yes, there was something about this particular brand of 
slaughter that fueled the imagination and made the hunger 
burn deep inside. “Tick tock, brother. Soon it will be your 
time.” Crisp laughter filtered toward the slice of tangerine 
sky. At the last minute he jerked out the knife. Perhaps it 
would come into good use later. 


KKK 


Jax Steele stared at the back deck and sighed. Intent on 
getting an early start, he’d managed to sleep past the alarm 
and now it was already after ten. “Bloody hell.” He glared 
down at the load of lumber and shook his head. Leave it to 
Home Depot to get it wrong again. Kicking through the 
pieces he realized that he would have to send the majority 
of the load back. Another setback in a series of them broiled 
his blood. Hell, he had been planning the two days off now 
for weeks just to be able to get the project completed and 
now this. He had to do something with the house before it 
fell apart before his eyes. 


Growling, he poured out the remainder of the bitter coffee 
over the very dead azaleas and glided inside to grab the 
phone. Barely inside, the rattled chirps coming from his cell 
phone meant one thing - the precinct. “Yeah?” 


“Hey buddy, sorry to bother you on your day off but this 
one can’t wait. It’s fresh if ya Know what | mean.” 


“I thought you were taking some time off as well, Mike,” 
Jax hissed. 


Mike chuckled, the tone dark and brooding before he 
hacked into the phone. “You know how it goes. Look, 
seriously man, this one’s gruesome and the Sergeant is all 
over trying to keep it quiet but the place has already turned 
into a madhouse and the first team just got here about 
twenty minutes ago.” 


“How gruesome?” 


“Let’s just say that the girl that found him is heavily 
sedated.” 


“Oh shit man. Where?” Jax glanced out his back window 
and wondered if he was ever truly going to finish the 
backyard. Damn, if it wasn’t springtime in Virginia. It never 
failed that the worst crimes seemed to creep as the heat 
sizzled the city streets. Somehow the murders lately had 
seemed more out of the ordinary and particularly repulsive. 
Jax was bone weary. 


“Down on East Grace. Sergeant’s adamant we take it. I’m 
almost there now,” Mike said, sighing heavily. 


“College kid or from a drug deal?” Shit they had just 
closed a case in the same location only days before. 
Granted, this time it had been a domestic dispute that 
turned violent but the bloody shooting spree had kept the 
neighbors in terror for days until they located the victim’s 
son. What a damn tragedy it had been for the entire family. 
Jax knew that while several of the row houses had been 
refurbished, the area was still heavily trafficking in drugs 
and prostitution. 


“From the ID looks like a college kid. We're trying to locate 
his parents now. Hell, the poor boy was only twenty-one.” 


“Do | want to know how he died?” 


Mike hesitated, his breath slicing a long hiss into the 
phone. “No buddy, you really don’t. If its anything like what 
they said, we have a freak on our hands.” 


Jax knew Mike’s tone of voice and instantly the hairs on 
the back of his neck stood on edge. Mike Tomlin was 
seasoned enough that very little bothered him. Coming from 
the seedier streets of New York barely four years before, 
Mike had truly seen the worst of man. To hear the slight 
rattle meant they indeed had a monster to deal with. “Give 
me the address guy and l'Il be there in fifteen. Is it 
contained?” 


“3020 and yeah, mostly, but someone tipped off the 
press. My guess is the kid had friends given the fact the 
entire street is lined with them. From what I heard the black 
and whites are having a difficult time keeping them out. You 
know how college kids can be. Ah shit! It’s a fuckin’ mad 
house here. Goddamn it! Why the hell couldn’t they contain 
this fuckin’ shit better? Goddamn idiots. Get down here 
buddy, | need ya bad.” 


Mike’s Yankee accent always kicked in when he was pissed 
and at that moment, the rage reverberated through the 
phone lines like a bull in a china shop. “Great. Just great. 
Grabbing my keys now guy.” Jax ended the call and held the 
phone to his forehead. There were times he hated being a 
detective and as the murders became more horrific, he 
seemed to be having difficulty keeping his distance. Perhaps 
he was just getting too old to deal with the vicious nature of 
his career. How many sleepless nights had he experienced 


lately? He sighed as the ugly thoughts about his life crept in 
past the horror of his career. Well, perhaps the bitter divorce 
and nasty custody battle had something to do with his 
haggard demeanor. There was nothing quite like hearing 
from a judge that he wasn’t a fit parent for a teenager. 
Rubbing his eyes, he pushed back the nasty thoughts. Get 
moving guy and stop reminiscing. It’s not going to change 
anything. 


Jax bounded upstairs to change into more suitable attire 
than shorts and a tee shirt and grabbed his badge and gun, 
strapping the holster to his waist. The keys eluded him until 
his eyes locked onto heaping bulge under the stack of a 
week’s worth of mail. Cursing, he finally headed out to the 
jeep and stood staring at the almost crystal blue sky just 
laced with a few puffy white clouds. “What a beautiful day 
for a murder.” His laugh strangled, he said a silent prayer 
that this one would not be as bad as his instincts told him it 
would be. 


The drive took him less than fifteen from his house. Living 
in the city and close to the interstates allowed him access to 
everything that Richmond had to offer and when the 
dogwoods bloomed their subtle shades of blushing pink and 
serene white, the downtown area became filled with activity. 
From festivals to music events, one could find a wide 
selection of food, drink and parties by just strolling down the 
side streets. Jax rolled down his windows and took in the 
teeming sounds and wafting scents of the older 
neighborhood. Somehow he could still take comfort from the 
simple pleasures even after Paula had moved to Ohio and 
taken his only child with her. Visitation rights had been 
truncated and why? Because of her lies and a damning case 
that haunted him to this day. Protection was the word she 
continued to use. Grunting, Jax pushed the ugly thoughts 
aside. 


It certainly wasn’t difficult to locate the murder scene. 
“Damn it!” Mike was not over exaggerating as he usually 
did. How the hell did this turn in complete melee? Jax finally 
found a parking spot nearly two blocks away. “Shit, what a 
damn nightmare.” Grumbling, he climbed out of the jeep 
and walked toward the crowd. The closer he got the more 
animated the crowd appeared to be and Mike had been 
right, college kids lined the street. What a send off, to go 
back to their safe little homes in surrounding states. 


As Jax glanced toward the other end of the street he could 
see two network trucks but he suspected they were all 
there. Someone had absolutely talked. There was no better 
news than a horrific murder. He could see Mike standing 
outside interviewing a group of young men. From the 
activity in the neighboring houses, information about the 
murder had scorched the surrounding area. 


“No, | understand. Here’s my card and if any of you think 
of anything you might have missed. Give me a call.” Mike 
nodded as he stole a glance in Jax’s direction. 


Jax waited until the wide-eyed kids walked away. He 
couldn’t help but notice how haggard Mike appeared. His 
face was positively ashen which was never a good sign. 
Nothing bothered the old bruiser. “They know anything?” 


“Nope. No one heard or saw a thing that | can find.” Mike 
moved closer to Jax. “I tell you what, from the fuckin’ scene 
man, | have no idea why that kid wouldn’t have screamed 
bloody murder all through...all through the...gutting.” 


“Gutting?” Jax eyed the doorway, which had been taped 
off and yet the front porch was brimming with activity. 
“Medical Examiner here?” 


“Just arrived. Come on, but I’m serious, this one will, well, 
it's gonna burn your ass.” Mike eyed him like he was a 
rookie cop and led the way towards the front porch. 


As they entered the house, Jax had the vile stench of flesh 
and blood hit his senses like a jolt of electricity. “Shit!” The 
place was sweltering as if closed off for some time and he 
suspected that given the age of the building there was no 
air conditioning. 


“Yeah. Better take this.” Mike held out a cloth and nodded 
to the other officers. 


Jax held the cloth over his mouth as they neared the back 
of the house close to what appeared to be the kitchen and 
could just make out legs covered in what he knew 
instinctively was blood. Copious volumes of blood were 
splashed in the doorway and on every surface he could see. 
The closer they got to the scene, the worse the putrid smell 
became. The medical examiner looked up and shook her 
head and he didn’t like the look on her normally reserved 
face. He and Dr. Charlotte Banning had worked together on 
too many damning cases over the last two years she had 
been on the job, but little bothered her. Her look was that of 
the walking wounded. 


“Detective Steele. Glad you could make our little party.” 
Dr. Banning stood and pulled off her gloves. “This one likes 
souvenirs.” 


“What did he take?” Jax eyed the haunted face of the two 
officers standing close. The stink of fresh vomit radiated 
around the room. 


“Take a look for yourself.” Charlotte moved back allowing 
him access. 


For a long moment Jax wasn’t entirely certain of what he 
was seeing. Yet as he stared at the horrific picture of gaping 
flesh and congealed blood his heart fluttered in a near panic 
state. “What...the...hell?” The open cavern that had once 
been the young boys chest was now barely recognizable. 
Mutilated bone fragments and slathers of flesh were pushed 
aside revealing a darkened hole where his heart used to be. 
Jax swallowed hard, lowered the cloth from his mouth and 
took a step back. The smell thrashed through his system 
reminding him that there were vile creatures in the world. 


“You all right, buddy?” Mike asked, flanking his side and 
nodding toward the body. “Poor dumb shit. What the hell 
could have done that?” 


Jax somehow managed to lower his shaking form down 
onto his knees and while he wavered back and forth, he was 
able to keep the nausea at bay. The golden strands of the 
kid’s shoulder length hair fell across his horror filled face. 
Whatever the boy had seen mere seconds before he’d been 
slaughtered remained in his stricken glassy eyes. “Damn it!” 
He had to look away. It had always been the eyes that he 
could barely take. The victims always had the same look as 
if somehow they simply couldn’t believe that there was truly 
anyone capable of such violence. And this killer, this butcher 
was a living, breathing nightmare. 


As he looked more closely he couldn’t believe the level of 
violence that encapsulated his entire body. Granted, there 
was so much blood that he couldn’t make out the extent of 
his injuries but the killer had taken his time with the 
slaughter. “Can | examine?” 


“Just put these on.” Charlotte handed him a pair of latex 
gloves. “You and | have to stop meeting like this Detective 
or people are going to talk.” 


Sighing, Jax glanced up into her eyes and nodded. They all 
joked to aid the wretched acts but this time there was little 
that could be said. 


“Doc, what the hell could have done the chiseling to his 
ribs and stuff? | mean, holy shit that doesn’t look like it was 
done with any machine,” Mike asked quietly. 


“Could be a hack saw in truth but | won’t know until | get 
him down to the lab,” Charlotte breathed, shaking her head 
back and forth. 


“| ain’t never seen a hack saw that could do something 
like that,” Mike chortled. 


“The guy would have to be pretty damn strong.” Jax 
slipped his fingers across the flap of skin, pushing it aside 
and touching the edge of one of the ribs. He glanced to his 
left and could see broken bits and pieces of bones in chunks 
indicating the killer ripped out the ribs. “There is something 
weird about this.” 


“That’s the understatement of the year, Detective.” 
Charlotte sighed. “Hey, can you guys keep the press out of 
here?” She barked toward the back door eyeing the blond 
creeping closer. 


“I'll get her.” Mike hissed and moved around them. 


While the kid was naked, a bloody towel covered his torso. 
“Was he found covered?” 


“No. | did it because the first two officers couldn’t stop 
retching. Don’t worry your officers were able to take 
pictures before the evidence was disturbed.” Charlotte 
crossed her arms. “I can honestly say in my long years 


doing this Jax, I’ve never seen anything like this and | dare 
say | don’t want to again.” 


Jax shook his head and lowered the towel. In his career of 
almost eighteen years, he’d seen people beaten to death, 
near beheadings and even certain forms of bondage torture, 
but the sight below him was almost too much for his system 
to bear and took a particular brand of sick to inflict. “Oh 
fuck...|...” He could feel the first threat of vomit rattle from 
the depths of his belly and it took everything he had to calm 
the raging storm. 


“I know.” Charlotte put her hand on his shoulder. 


Jax closed his eyes. “For the love of God don’t allow this to 
get out or we'll have more nut cases that we can handle.” 


“You know what freaks me out the most about this?” 
Charlotte whispered. 


“I’m afraid to ask you.” 
“I think it was bitten off.” 


Jax slid his eyes apprehensively toward the body, lowering 
the towel all the way down his bruised legs. He reached out, 
his hands shaking to the point he clenched them closed and 
willed his nerves to calm down. Gingerly he touched the 
edge of the boy’s penis and fought the whimper that nearly 
erupted from his throat. The jagged edge did indeed look 
like a strong set of jaws had bitten off the bruised muscle. 
“Pre or postmortem?” Jax shivered and closed his eyes. Who 
the fuck and why would they do something like this? 


“Given the state of the blood surrounding the muscle and 
the condition, | would say the poor kid was very much 
alive.” Charlotte sighed and she moved onto her knees as 


she pointed toward the edge. “And this | need to check but | 
think the kid was um...hard when it happened and that um 
helped the killer be able to...to force it a bit easier into his 
rectum.” 


Jax nodded as Mike walked back into the room, his gaze 
settling across the bloody mess. 


“Ho-ly fuckin’ Jesus Christ! What the fuck is going on 
here?” 


“Like | said, no one knows this. | have a terrible feeling 
there is much more going on with this murder than we will 
begin to understand.” Jax stood, his legs shaky and rubbed 
his eyes. “I don’t understand why the kid didn’t scream 
bloody murder.” 


“Simple, his larynx was crushed and from the looks of it, 
by a blunt force.” Charlotte stood. 


“No hand prints?” Jax asked. 
“None.” 


Jax looked at Mike. “The kid was probably surprised and 
incapacitated first.” 


Charlotte nodded. “Okay boys, | need to get back to 
work.” 


“Detective Steele?” A fresh-faced officer kept his wide 
eyes pinned onto Jax’s face, but it was easy to tell he had 
glimpsed enough. 


“Yeah?” 


“The boy’s parents are on the phone and they’re 
demanding that they talk to the officer in charge.” 


“That would be you buddy.” Mike nodded. 


This was the part of his damning job that he hated the 
most. “I'll be right there.” Jax glanced back at the boy one 
last time trying to figure out what the hell to say to his 
parents. 


KKK 


Jax sat on his dilapidated back deck swilling a cold beer 
and contemplating life and at the moment, his own. He was 
a beaten man in every way and this case just might do him 
in. “Poor bastard.” The beautiful early May evening still held 
a Slight chill and somehow the tingles that raced down his 
body reminded him that he was very much alive. It would be 
a very long time before he would get the vivid and 
brutalized pictures of the handsome boy out of his mind. 
Dear God what the kid must have gone through. The torture 
was unlike anything he had ever seen. His mind raced 
around the evidence, what little there was. A selected team, 
himself included, had remained in the house long after 
Charlotte had taken the body away but found nothing that 
would indicate either motive or that someone had entered 
without being invited. 


From what they could tell, the boy had gotten back from a 
club as evidenced by the entrance tattoo. The garish stamp 
remained on his hand from the night before and Mike had 
jumped on that lead. In truth, Jax was grateful. He was 
emotionally drained from the scene. By all appearances 
Greg Barnes was an upstanding senior getting ready to 
graduate from Virginia Commonwealth University with a 


degree is mass communications. Too bad he wouldn’t make 
his graduation. 


As Jax sipped his beer he tried to figure out why someone 
would want to slaughter a seemingly nice kid from a well- 
respected family from Indiana. The Dean had been very 
helpful telling him that he made better than average grades 
and had never been in trouble with the school. Greg had no 
criminal record and from what his friends had said, he didn’t 
use drugs or get involved with the crazy party scene. 
Perhaps Greg had simply been in the wrong place at the 
wrong time. Perhaps. Or maybe he thwarted the killer 
somehow. 


He knew little about Dark Towers except that they 
attracted a rather Gothic crowd of partygoers; however, the 
sultry club did cater to some particular proclivities and ones 
that were not for the faint of heart. Somehow the dark club 
seemed out of place for Greg. He gazed at the almost full 
moon as it rose in all its dazzling glory over the mists of 
tangerine and crimson horizon and realized he needed a 
real vacation. 


“| thought I’d find you back here.” Her soft lilt fluttered 
across the end of the deck. 


Jax smiled. “Hey stranger. Rough day?” 


“Evidently not as rough as some.” She inched forward, 
keeping her eyes locked onto his. 


His one delight as of late, Amanda Parker was not only a 
very good friend and had seen him through the last stages 
of his court battle but they enjoyed each other’s bodies on 
the somewhat rare occasion that they could be together. 
She worked too many night shifts as a nurse at MCV and 
knew her own level of horror from the emergency cases. 


They commiserated over their separate horror stories far 
too often. He shrugged. “Yeah, you're right. | thought you 
had to work.” 


Amanda walked up the steps slowly, her face saddened 
and sat beside him. Taking his hand, she feathered her 
thumb across his palm in slow and lazy motions. “I heard 
the anguish in your voice and managed to switch swifts with 
another girl. | couldn’t leave you alone all night long tonight. 
| just couldn’t. You sounded so...haunted. It scared me this 
time, Jax. No matter how strong you are, this time...| don’t 
know.” Amanda gazed at the moon and shook her head. 


“Its nice somebody worries about me.” Jax took her hand 
and brought it to his mouth, pressing her fingers across his 
lios. Her perfume, a beautiful exotic mixture of citrus and 
jasmine filled his nostrils finally forcing the damning stench 
away. Swallowing hard, he inched back and eased her chin 
toward him. He stared into her beautiful eyes, highlighted 
by the soft glow from the kitchen light and the shimmers 
from the dancing moon. 


“You know | worry...after...” 


“I know but I’m okay. | just wish | could get a handle on 
this thing.” 


“From what you told me | don’t think anyone could be able 
to get a handle on it. There are monsters in the world that’s 
for certain.” 


“Yeah and | know you've seen your share, Mandy.” 


“I have, but fortunately most of my patients are alive and 
not mutilated.” 


While he had been unable to tell her much, she knew him 
well enough to know when a case bothered him and this one 
could possible torture what was let of his soul. Hell, he had 
even been called to her hospital more than once and worked 
on cases together. “I know.” Light wind whipped through her 
golden locks framing her lovely face and he couldn’t resist 
leaning in to brush his lips across hers. 


“Mmmm...” Amanda sighed and fell into the kiss, 
wrapping her arm around his waist and guiding him closer to 
her body. 


Jax slid his hand back to cup her lithe neck, kneading her 
moist skin as he pressed his tongue past her lips, drinking in 
her sweet essence. She fit into his arms so well and the 
moment the heat of their bodies slicked together, he was 
hungry. The tangy hit of sour cherries filled his mouth 
Stirring his cock. His slid his hand down her back, caressing 
her with gentle touches as the kiss became more manic. He 
yanked her as close as their bodies would allow and tipped 
her head back, forcing his tongue further inside, tasting and 
exploring her mouth as she moaned and shivered with every 
touch. 


He inched the edge of her thin skirt further up her thighs, 
tracing circle after circle over her creamy skin sensing her 
growing hunger. Breaking the kiss, he darted his tongue out 
to taste her sultry skin. With each passing second his cock 
grew harder, pressing into his jeans painfully, begging for 
release. 


“Jax...oh...Jax...” Her whispers now breathless, Amanda 
palmed his chest and pushed back gently. 


“What’s wrong, baby?” Gingerly he slipped his fingers into 
her silky tresses, pulling her head back and exposing her 


neck. Using just the tip of his tongue, he licked from the 
edge of her chin down to the pulse of her life, slowly 
lathering her glistening skin with wet pulses. 


“T...hold on Jax...I...” She pushed back again and sighed 
her voice ragged. 


Unsure, Jax stopped. “What’s wrong?” 


“Nothing’s wrong...it’s just...” Her eyes darted back and 
forth across his. “Hey, let me get you another beer and | 
could use one myself.” She smiled, her look sliced with a 
wicked bent. 


“Okay.” Hmmm... She’s playing a game tonight? He loved 
when she was a teasing little vixen. 


Amanda stood and walked toward the back door, stopping 
briefly as she opened it and turned slowly to stare at him, 
her smile now mischievous. 


Jax adjusted his crotch and shook his head. In the three 
short months they'd been lovers, they’d only been together 
four times, but each time had been more enjoyable. He 
sipped the last dregs of his now lukewarm beer and tossed it 
in the trashcan meant for his work on the deck. Well, at 
least it was getting a work out anyway. He took one more 
look at the night sky and smiled as he stood. Greg Barnes 
could wait for a little while longer. 


He stood watching her sensuous form from the back door. 
There were times he was terrified that he would crush her 
petite body. Standing barely over five foot two, her rough 
and tumble demeanor somehow didn’t fit her ultra feminine 
beauty, soft and sweet. Yet the combination worked for her. 
Intelligent and very in tune to his needs, their relationship 
was easy and yet the passion was there. He advanced 


toward her as she grabbed the bottle opener and pulled the 
top on two Coronas. Somehow he’d been surprised that she 
enjoyed beer almost as much as he did. He would have 
imagined her for a wine drinker but instead she craved an 
ice-cold beer straight out of the bottle. It was just one ina 
series of things about the girl that gave him a needed smile. 


Amanda turned and slid back against the counter holding 
out one beer while she took a long pull on hers. 


He could see her eyes twinkling even in the dim lighting 
and in this moment he wanted nothing more than to be 
inside her hot pussy. They both played the titillating cat and 
mouse game for a few moments, allowing ravishing looks 
and subtle gestures of raw desire. “You turn me on, lady.” 


“You turn me on as well. So, um, what’re we going to do 
about it?” 


Jax chuckled. Moving toward her with the stealth of a cat 
in raging heat, he grinned and blazed a long and sensuous 
trail down the length of her voluptuous body. Dressed in a 
fuchsia tank top and the barest slip of a skirt, he could see 
the hard tips of her nipples pressing through the tight 
material forcing his cock to throb against his shorts. He took 
another long swig of his beer, all the while keeping his eyes 
locked onto hers. 


With lazy abandon, Amanda slid her tongue around the 
opening of the beer as her eyes danced back and forth 
across his. She brushed her hand down the length of the 
bottle, gripping it tightly as she darted her tongue out, 
feathering long licks down the neck to the just where the 
glass began to bubble out into its thick base. 


Jax watched her sensuous moves as she continued her 
little play, becoming the vixen that she loved to tease him 


with. He chuckled and slanted his eyes as she continued 
licking and drawing the bottle in and out of her mouth in 
long luxurious movements allowing just the barest hints of 
whimpers to flow around her nefarious actions. 


Taking the bottle out with a forced pop, Amanda wiggled 
against the counter. “Mmmm...so...damn...tasty.” With a 
toss of her head she laughed, the golden timbre easing 
across the heat of his skin sizzling the prickles that danced 
in frenetic motions. 


The hunger within him grew to the point he could no 
longer play the game. And damn the consequences, he had 
to have her right then. His motions a touch crazed, he 
jerked the bottle out of her hand and set both down on the 
far counter with a thud. “I want you, baby. | have to have 
you.” 


She giggled and pushed back at him, scooting around him 
quickly and darting for the hallway. 


Jax caught her within two steps and jerked her quivering 
body to his. 


Squealing loudly, she laughed and pushed harder. “Oh you 
think you can get what you want all the time, huh?” 


“Yes | do.” In one easy motion, he jerked her slinky top up 
and over her shoulders and pitched the unwanted material 
to the tile floor. Her firm naked breasts caught his attention 
and he marveled at their round beauty for a moment, 
relishing the way her nipples were hard reminding him of 
perfect rosy diamonds. Remembering how they fit perfectly 
in his large hand, he licked his lips and toyed with her until 
he had to have a taste of her sweet flesh. With nothing but 
the need to devour her on his mind, he lowered his head 
and captured her nipple, suckling until she moaned. 


“Oh...Jax” Amanda tossed her head, sending her back into 
a deep arch as her hands clawed his arms. 


He licked her nipple, tasting the sweet essence of her 
tender flesh as he cradled her in his arms, drawing her 
closer to his throbbing cock. Her soft whimpers fueled his 
growing hunger and he drew her bud between his teeth, 
biting down with enough pressure she squirmed and 
moaned, kicking her legs out. 


“God Jax, what you do to me!” With one hand she snaked 
her fingers down his chest and slid her tips just underneath 
the waistband of his shorts. Easily finding the end of his 
shaft, she teased feathering him with short swipes as she 
purred. 


Jax broke his hold and groaned. “Careful how you're 
teasing me woman.” 


Encouraged, she slid her hand in further, grasping his cock 
and pulsing up and down as she forced her arched body up 
to stare into his eyes. “Oh yeah? Whatcha gonna do about 
it?” 


Growling, he placed his hands around her buttocks and 
jerked her body to his dick, pressing his throbbing shaft into 
her belly, shifting his hips back and forth. “Hmmm... You’ve 
teased me too long girl.” He kissed her savagely, forcing his 
tongue past her lips for a shameless moment ravaging her 
mouth as his hands kneaded her ass with rough touches. 


Her fingers entwined in his shaggy midnight locks, 
drawing them closer and forcing her sandals off to cascade 
to the floor. Amanda whimpered and ground her hips into 
his throbbing erection as her fingers danced down the heat 
of his neck. 


As hungry as he had ever been, Jax dragged her body 
toward the outer wall, kicking his shoes off in the process. 
He pushed her against the counter roughly and allowed her 
feet to touch the floor. Fumbling, he found the button and 
zipper and his actions become that of a wild beast as he 
jerked her skirt down past her hips. 


“Jax! "m 


He pushed the skirt to the floor and lifted her lithe body, 
kicking the material to the side. “What? Don’t you want 
me?” 


“God yes!” Her hands jerked at his drawstring and freed 
his pulsing cock. 


Grunting, he gripped the tiny slip of elastic that held her 
lacy purple thong and wrangled the saucy material down 
and off, the slight sound of the gauzy material ripping at his 
imploring touch sent shivers racing down his spine. He 
stared down at her glorious naked body and licked his lips, 
ready to consume every drop of her luscious cream. 


One hand wrapped around his cock while the other 
cupped his balls, squeezing until he moaned. “Oh God, Jax... 
fuck me.” 


Jax closed his eyes, relishing in the way her hands gripped 
and caressed, her nails scraping down the length of his 
Shaft. Panting, his blood sizzled, searing every nerve ending 
as he heard the thumping of her heart beating in her chest 
and he could barely contain his manic actions. 
“Ummm...baby, you keep doing that and | just might impale 
you right here.” 


Amanda giggled and began pulsing his cock up and down, 
sliding her hand from tip to base as her other hand traced 


circles around his swollen balls, first one and then the other, 
taking her time to enjoy the feel of him. Standing on her 
tiptoes, she pressed kisses into the heat of his neck, darting 
her tongue to taste his flesh. 


Unable to hold back his desperate need any longer, he 
picked her up and sat her down on the counter, pushing her 
back against the tile wall and pressing her legs apart. 
Cupping her buttocks, he inched her forward until her ass 
was directly at the edge. “First baby, | taste your hot little 
pussy.” Grinning, he lowered his head and darted several 
Short licks across the edge of her rosy clit. 


“Ohohohoh....” Amanda laughed and wrapped her fingers 
around his shaggy locks, drawing his face in closer. “Sweet 
Jesus.” 


He glided his tongue up and down her sizzling heat tasting 
the sweet ambrosia of her cream as she moaned, writhing 
with every lick. “You taste so damn good like fresh honey.” 


Amanda tilted her head and closed her eyes. “God baby, 
lick me.” 


Her wish was his command and his pleasure. Burying his 
face into her slick pussy, Jax licked in a manic state, sucking 
her clit between his teeth, biting down until she whimpered. 
Using his fingers, he danced in and out of her pussy as her 
muscles clenched around him, shivering at his invasion. He 
drove into her as deep as her body would allow as he 
continued his near assault on her pussy, licking her with 
frenetic motions, up and down from top to bottom. Her taste 
was nothing like he had ever experienced before, succulent 
and sweet. 


Amanda moaned and opened her legs further apart, 
allowing him complete access. Panting, she struggled as she 


opened and closed her eyes. “Jax...I’m...oh shit, | can’t 
hold...it!” Raking her nails across his neck, her body jerked 
and pitched as her legs shook and closed around his head. 


Jax thrust his tongue and finger inside in long driving 
motions, in and out as she milked and shimmied. “Cum 
baby, cum for me.” His motions almost frantic, he jerked her 
forward as the first wave of her climax rushed through her 
system thrashing her body up from the cold slice of the 
counter. 


“Aaaahhhhhh...oooohhhhh...” Her head tossing from side 
to side, she grabbed and clawed struggling as he continued 
thrusting in and out. “Oh Jax...|...oh...shit!” Another wave 
stole her ragged whisper until the scream became a silent 
calling, an urgent begging. 


He lapped her flowing juice, opening her slick folds to 
suckle every last drop. He held her quivering body until she 
stopped pulsing, nipping the tender flesh of her clit. Slowly, 
he raised his head and stared into her glassy eyes, rich with 
lust and ripe with continued need, matching his own almost 
brutal need to impale her. He shuddered realizing at that 
moment he was more beast than man. 


Amanda’s eyes fluttered open and closed and finally open 
to stare into his as she continued panting, yet she reached 
for him. “Jax, fuck me.” 


Jax sighed and raised his head, staring down at her, his 
vision clouded by the almost insanity of his crazed lust. 
Tipping his head, he lifted her hips and placed the tip of his 
blood-engorged cock just to her entrance. “I don’t think | 
can be gentle here, baby. I’m too fucking desperate to have 
you, to be inside.” 


Amanda grabbed his arms as her eyes became smoky 
pools. “Don’t be.” 


As the electric current sizzled and crackled around them in 
jolting bolts of sheer energy, he realized that there was no 
way he could stop. He had to have her, had to possess her. 
With one long stroke, he plunged the entire length of his 
cock inside her molten pussy thrusting her back against the 
hard cool tile. Slam after slam he drove into her core, 
driving in to her as her pussy muscles clenched and milked 
his swelling shaft, throbbing and pulsing with every move. 
Every touch brought them both closer to a magical level of 
nirvana. 


Panting, she wrapped her hands around his neck straining 
to meet every thrust with her own. Their anguished cries of 
Savage hunger permeated the room sending sparkles of 
lilting sounds cascaded in pulsing beats, matching the sultry 
strains of guitar from the jazz music filtering from the living 
room. They moved together, body against body, heart 
beating as one until the sheer rapture of ecstasy took them 
both catapulting into the sea of wicked desire. 


His emotions racing with his crazed pulse, he drove into 
her harder and deeper until they both screamed, their 
voices strangled. Their orgasms ripped through their bodies 
in a constant stream of ragged waves, crashing over them 
until they both were stunned from the incredible level of 
rapture that finally drove them into exhaustion. 


In the breathless aftermath they held each other, 
caressing gently as she nuzzled into the heat of his neck. 


“Mmm...” Sated and content, Jax pressed a series of 
kisses against her shimmering cheek. 


“Il love you.” Her soft whisper floated across them like a 
peaceful breeze. 


Jax opened his eyes wide and swallowed hard. 


Chapter Two 


Aleksandr Vasiliev glanced at the stunning blond and 
allowed his extremely vivid imagination to wonder about 
what the boy would taste like, succulent and yet laced with 
a touch of warm figs nestled in a heated glass of cognac. 
The thought gave him pause. Perhaps a snack before he 
finished the shoot could be in order. Chuckling darkly, he 
gazed out the oversized window at the moonlit night. It had 
been a very long day and he was certainly in need of a taste 
to satisfy his hungers. 


“Am | doing it right?” The blond turned his head and smiled 
his look apprehensive yet accentuated with a touch of 
interest as he moved his body and captured the requested 
stance. 


God, he hated when they asked too many questions. Finding 
suitable models had proven to be a touch daunting. 
Fortunately this one had a higher degree of maturity than 
most of his subjects and also had experience modeling. “You 
look simply delicious. Hold the perfect stance for just one 
moment while | adjust the lighting.” In truth, he simply 
wanted to steal a glance at the stunning boy’s cock. Aleks 
snickered and turned his intense stare toward the model. He 
had paid well for his models and was highly respected and 
the majority of the time the young men vied for a position 
within his stable of employees. The flaxen haired beauty 
had driven a hard bargain, which managed to intrigue Aleks 
further, yet it remained whether the boy would be a further 
willing participant in his particular brand of erotic playtime. 
Either way, the boy’s sensuous carved body, reminiscent of 


a California surfer was exactly what he needed to finish the 
shoot. 


Whether the boy would succumb to his lascivious desires 
was entirely beside the point. Aleks latest model was going 
to be the most scintillating dinner selection he had 
experienced in a full week. His full schedule of putting the 
pieces together at the gallery had prevented him from 
keeping his regular feeding schedule and Aleks was feeling 
the ill effects. “Perhaps we should move to the bench.” He 
Slid his finger inside his mouth, suckling as nothing more 
than a blatant tease as the blond watched his every move, 
mesmerized by his raw hunger. Of course he could read the 
boy’s mind easily enough. While there was a touch of fear 
that trickled through him, the boy was very much intrigued 
by his sexual prowess and also quite attracted to Aleks. 


Aleks purred and eased his finger in and out of his mouth, 
scraping the tip across his sharpened canines, drawing a 
single drop of blood. He realized his arrogance could 
certainly get the better of him some day but this night was 
already proving to be far too delicious to allow any 
interference. So be it. A touch conceited had allowed him to 
enjoy the pleasures of the flesh for centuries. 


As the boy leaned over the spanking bench, he turned his 
head to stare into Aleks’ violet hued eyes. Almost startled at 
the infusion of gold flecks that shimmered in the dim 
lighting he swallowed hard as his eyes grew wide. 


Aleks could feel the boy’s blood pulsing erratically through 
his body and fought his natural urges. “Hmmm...allow me to 
position you for the perfect shot. After this we'll enjoy some 
refreshment together.” Gliding forward, he kept his eyes 
locked onto the boys, hypnotizing him to the point he could 
see and intense shiver coursing throughout his system. He 


preferred a willing lover but his tastes were somewhat dark 
and had yet to find a man, a human that would allow him to 
enjoy his particular proclivities. 


The boy turned and lowered his head, anticipating Aleks’ 
touch. 


Aleks slid his cold hand across the boy’s sinewy back and 
sighed, savoring the sizzle of the boy’s tender flesh. How he 
loved to taste young flesh. He could barely get enough of 
their delicate skin and the flavor was always so lush like the 
freshest young fruit just after the hint of spring left its winter 
Slumber. Pressing the boy’s head down, he forced one knee 
onto the bench and switched the angle. He was quite the 
willing submissive and perhaps Aleks would not only use 
him during another session for his art but would consider 
tasting him again in the future. “This is much more what I'd 
envisioned. Hold this for just a moment.” 


The boy shivered but said nothing. 


Unable to resist, Aleks slid his hand down to cup and knead 
the boy’s firm buttocks and eased a single finger down the 
crack of his ass to tickle the edge of his sacs. The boy’s cock 
twitched as he grazed his finger across his limp shaft and 
back up. Aleks pressed his finger between his tight ass 
cheeks and inched his tip just inside the boy’s sensitive 
hole. 


“What are you...doing?” The boy’s voice lumbered off to a 
ragged whisper as his tense body suddenly relaxed, 
submitting to the man that could quite possibly make him a 
Star. 


Aleks pressed his finger inside, pushing gently into his 
tender flesh and back out. “Hmm. Not yet my lover, but 
soon. Stay just like that while | work and I'll give you 


pleasures of the flesh that you have never known.” It was 
nothing more than a test and when the beauty didn’t bolt, 
Aleks’ cock twitched against the tight confines of his linen 
pants. He moved back and grabbed the camera. Snapping 
shot after shot of the naked man, Aleks thought about just 
how much he hungered for his subjects and relished his art, 
the very passion that roared through him. He longed to 
paint the sweet slip of a man that was hunkered over one of 
his carefully selected toys, his many apparatuses meant to 
bring pain and pleasure to his subjects. Oh, he knew better, 
he meant his ‘victims’ but certainly most received the kind 
of sexual surrender they sought in their most secret 
cravings and he was the master of teaching them, releasing 
them from their tortured bindings. Each subject was 
carefully selected and Aleks showed him that he understood 
the erotic yearnings he read in their minds and gave them 
every kinky hunger that they had dreamed of but were 
terrified to experience or to even breathe for fear of 
retribution. 


This stunning blond was no exception and while Aleks knew 
without a shadow of a doubt that the young man had never 
had the pleasures of a man before, he was well aware of the 
boy’s cravings and his shameless thoughts that forced him 
into masturbation night after lonely night. Aleks would give 
the boy what he yearned for and in turn, the boy would feed 
him this night. “That’s it. Perfect.” How Aleks enjoyed his 
wicked game of allowing them to understand that he was 
the only one that could teach them and guide them to face 
the raw burning hungers that threatened to consume their 
very bodies if not sated. 


Shot after shot Aleksandr glided around the boy in endless 
circles capturing his essence as he caressed the model’s 

heated skin, willing him into different positions until Aleks 
was Satisfied that he had exactly what he needed to finish 


his shoot. He had a deadline looming and Aleks was 
certainly the consummate businessman. After all, he 
couldn’t stand on his laurels or his past fortunes and this 
event would put him back on the map in the desperate little 
city. After all, there was no going home. 


Finally finished, Aleksandr licked his lips and walked toward 
the nearly exhausted boy. “You’ve done very well. I’m 
extremely pleased and your payment shall reflect your hard 
work and cooperation. Go and slip into the robe while | 
prepare us a drink.” 


The boy stood on shaky legs and faced him. “You are 
pleased with...with my performance?” 


Aleks couldn’t resist. “Your performance?” Cupping the 
golden haired creature’s chin he leaned forward and pressed 
his lips against the nearly emaciated beauty, drinking in his 
raw essence, savoring the flavor that was so very unique to 
each subject. He licked a slow and sensuous line around the 
boy’s lips as his canines pulsed painfully from his gums. 
Aleksandr was not yet ready to take the boy, but soon. Yet 
as he sliced a single fang into the boy’s lower lip and as the 
first drop of rich blood fell across his tongue, every cell his 

in body awakened and screamed for more. “Very pleased for 
now and what is yet to come will startle your senses. Now 
go and dress.” His hunger almost to the ravaging state, 
Aleks forced himself away from his prey, yet his voice 
carried his lustful needs. The taste of the boy was truly 
heady indeed. 


The boy scuttled off, looking back several times as he 
moved behind the silk screen. 


Unfettered, Aleks allowed his aching fangs to erupt, filling 
him with the anguish of his hungers. Unable to stop his 


need, he hissed and slid his glance toward the silk screen. 
How long had it been since he had fed to the point of being 
sated? While his selections were rich, he had to be careful 
and that challenged his needs, his desires. There was no 
way he could feed on all of them as he has a business to 
build. Growling, he walked toward the small counter and 
poured his flavor of choice. The red wine hid his special 
additive well enough and would also give the boy the 
needed thirst for a bit more of what he was going to offer, 
what he would take. Aleks took a long sip allowing the rich 
liquid infused with his own special formula of blood to trickle 
down his throat. There were times he was unhappy with the 
change, his life but tonight was not one of those nights. For 
tonight, he would have the fine and very rare flavor of one 
so young and Aleksandr would show him the art, the love 
and the ways of BDSM. 


Aleksandr glided toward the shocking black and white 
glossies and smiled, admiring his work. It had taken him 
long enough to build the massive collection and one that he 
was So very proud of. The majority had already been 
selected but the gallery owner assured him that he had 
enough clients hungry for his art that a second showing 
would be needed. In truth, the owner had sought him out 
among other more seasoned professionals and while the 
decision was curious, Aleks realized that his art was 
attention getting with dark and dangerous flavors. He had 
outdone himself this time. The look of each was a 
scintillating vision of a life that many desired and few would 
allow. Chuckling, he heard the boy behind him and remained 
quiet enjoying his creations. “Tell me again, what is your 
name?” 


“Matt...it’s Matt.” 


“Come Matt and partake in what | would call the juice of the 
Gods.” Aleks sipped the fine vintage and had to admire the 
boy for his bravado. Few accepted his hospitality without 
asking questions. This one continued to remain silent. 
Finally curious, he turned his smoky gaze toward Matt and 
licked his lips. 


Matt’s hand shook as he lifted the heavy crystal. He kept his 
Curious gaze directed on Aleks as he drank the tainted 
liquid. 


“Tell me, what do you think of my work?” 


Matt moved forward slowly and stared at the poster-sized 
glossies. “They’re beautiful.” 


“Hmmm...yes, they are.” 
“What...what are you planning on doing with them?” 


Aleks laughed. Some could not understand or enjoy his art 
but his followers relished in his offerings. The sensual, kinky 
designs were meant for thought provoking conversations in 
collections that held other items of erotic pleasure. “Perhaps 
Matt, you'll end up being famous as these will be hung in 
the finest homes in our fair city and beyond.” 


Matt swallowed and sipped the drink, frowning as the blood 
red froth passed his lips. “I’d like that | would.” Sliding his 
fingers through his golden locks, he nodded absently and 
took a step away from Aleks. “I...should be going...um... 
um...” 


Aleks chuckled. “You’re looking for payment?’ 


Aleks moved toward the prepared envelope and set his 
drink down as the rush of his blood sent electric pulses 
throughout his body, forcing the rumble of his hungers to 
slice a painful jolt into his system. He closed his eyes as the 
beast rose and turned his voice hoarse with lust. “Here you 
are.” Unused to losing control, he settled his nerves before 
he tried to move. 


As Matt’s hand reached out tentatively for the crisp linen, he 
stole a glance up into Aleksandr’s face just as the monster 
opened his eyes. Instantly mesmerized, he became 
transfixed by the luminescent glow hindering any further 
movement. 


Aleks purred as his fingers grasped Matt’s, drawing him 
closer and taking in the decadent scent of the boy’s blood, 
savoring the slice of terror that ran freely through him. The 
rich aroma alone was enough to create a marring haze 
around his narrowed eyes. The moment he turned his 
famished look directly on Matt’s face, the boy froze as if in 
suspended animation, his smoky gaze growing into pools of 
shimmering light. 


Aleks sighed and wrapped his hand around Matt’s neck, 
easing the boy’s shaking body forward, keeping his eyes 
locked and his dangerous look penetrating. “Tell me, have 
you longed to have something, Matt? Have you longed to 
taste a man and drink in his very essence?” 


Matt swallowed and nodded the trance almost completely in 
place. 


Aleks feathered his fingers back and forth across the heat of 
Matt’s neck, gathering the tiny beads of fear infused 
perspiration. Leaning his face toward the boy’s he darted his 
tongue to taste his sweet lips. “You taste so sweet, dear 


boy.” Aleksandr slid his fingers into his mouth and sighed. 
The taste was filled with the pungent flavors of his unique 
musk, a wicked myriad of exotic flavors, subtle yet 
shamelessly tasty. He could quite possibly get lost feasting 
on the beautiful man. “Come Matt.” He smiled as his eyes 
narrowed on the boy and turned. It wasn’t a question but a 
mere statement that required Matt’s obedience. 


And the boy followed. 


Aleks walked up the long flight of stairs to his private 
quarters. He had spent a great deal of time and money 
purchasing and refurbishing the abandoned warehouse to 
suit his needs. Nestled just below the artsy environment of 
Shockoe Slip, the most fashionable location in Richmond, his 
building banked the James River allowing him sweeping 
views of the entire city and at night, the glistening lights 
were nothing short of spectacular. The old factory was 
perfect not only in its setting but in the fact that he had no 
close neighbors. His studio took an entire floor, his 
residence another two and his playrooms were sequestered 
in the top two floors. He enjoyed spending time perfecting 
his craft. 


While he enjoyed every one of his subjects one way or the 
other, his need for a true companion had eluded him for 
centuries and he was growing weary of the hunt. 


Captivated yet not completely spelled, Matt stared at the 
myriad of his personal apparatuses wearing a mixture of 
reverence and a slice of fear. Clearly he knew what lay 
ahead of him. 


Aleksandr smiled, his face showing no signs of what he was 
about to do as he allowed the boy time to reflect, to relish 
and to fear. While he had no intentions inflicting permanent 


damage, the taste of true terror was heady indeed. Finally 
sensing his acquiescence, Aleks advanced. As he took the 
boy’s face into his hand, a slight whimper escaped Matt’s 
mouth through pursed lips. “Have no fear, | won’t harm you. 
| believe you'll enjoy what we are about to do. You’re a very 
scrumptious morsel and | only desire a sweet nibble of your 
sensuous body.” Aleks lowered his head and nuzzled the 
boy’s neck, sliding a long lick from Matt’s collarbone to his 
ear, nibbling the tender lobe, taking the tender flesh 
between his teeth. The boy tasted like a fine wine, bursting 
with flavor. 


Matt remained frozen, locked in the understanding of what 
was happening yet unable to move, to scream or to 
comprehend that he would be feasted body and soul by a 
true creature of the night. 


Aleks chuckled as he untied the long sash that wrapped 
around Matt, allowing the silk sheath to fall to the floor in 
soft flutters and eased back to slice a long blazing trail of 
lust down the length of his carved body. The boy was well 
endowed and his dick already semi-erect as his own 
insatiable appetite allowed a moment of pleasure from 
Aleks’ gentle caresses. “You’re quite beautiful, Matt.” 
Aleksandr snaked his hand down, palming Matt’s chest and 
using his other to draw lazy circles around the boy’s mocha 
nipple. Aleks purred, as the sweet bud instantly became 
rock hard with his touch. 


The boy murmured as his eyes closed and tipped his head 
back, waiting and expecting. Needing. His breath ragged, 
Matt opened and closed his hands unsure of what to do yet 
his breathless pants were laced with the slightest hint of 
wicked desire. 


Aleks moved closer, wrapping his hand around the boy’s 
cock, stroking him gently as he cupped his balls with the 
other. Squeezing until Matt moaned, Aleksandr brushed a 
single lick across his fluttering eyelashes, first one and then 
the other eye as he began pumping Matt’s shaft in easy 
motions. His blood raced with the ugly famishing need and 
he could barely keep his fangs at bay. While Aleks craved 
the sex of the luscious treat in front of him, his hunger 
sizzled his entire system sending jutting pulses and his 
beast would not be kept waiting for long. Aleksandr would 
not have the opportunity to enjoy his prize in the manner 
that he desired. What a shame he'd have to settle for 
nothing more than a mere taste, a tiny morsel of what he 
was used to. Perhaps there would be another time. 


Matt slowly opened his eyes as his hand reached down, 
feathering his fingers across Aleks’ hand, holding and 
guiding. He inched his other hand down with scattered 
movements and danced his fingers across Aleks’ black silk 
shirt keeping his tight stomach hidden. His movements 
deliberate, Matt inched his fingers back and forth across 
Aleks’ waist, sliding just the tips of his fingers past the tight 
enclosure. He shivered, his body shaking with trembling 
pulses until his breath became ragged pants. 


Aleks sighed, enjoying the boy’s timid touch, languishing in 
the feel of his deft fingers as they explored. “Perhaps you’re 
hungry yourself, boy. | can tell you’re hungry for my thick 
cock pumping inside that hot mouth of yours.” 


Matt moaned as he slid his fingers further inside Aleksanr’s 
pants, hitting the blood engorged tip. 


“That’s it, touch me.” Pushing Matt to his knees, Aleks 
unfastened his linen pants, unzipping slowly as he gazed 
down into the boy’s glassy eyes. There was a Spark of need, 


a wanton desire that Aleks knew Matt would never admit, 
yet as the boy licked his lips in anticipation of the prize that 
dangled in front of his face, Aleks could clearly see that the 
boy wanted to feast. 


A single cry of longing rushed past the boy’s swollen lips at 
Matt reached out, taking Aleks’ throbbing thick cock into his 
hands. Caressing, he began shaking as Aleks inched 
forward. 


“Take me boy and suck me before | ravage your sweet little 
body.” 


Matt crawled closer and darted his tongue out tasting 
Aleksandr’s cock for the first time. His actions tentative, he 
licked slowly, his tongue sliding across the sensitive slit. 


The sensations of pleasure trickled down Aleks’ spine. 
“Don’t tease me, boy.” Aleks tipped his head back, thrusting 
his hips forward until Matt took him firmly in one hand, 
gliding his fingers up and down his thick cock, grazing his 
balls and raking his nails across the sensitive underside. 
“Very nice.” 


Matt shuddered and lowered his head, tracing a slow circle 
around the cock head, his motions wavering and his hands 
shaky. He inched forward allowing his mouth to engulf the 
entire tip, using his strong jaw muscles to begin suckling as 
his tongue continued its lazy path. 


Aleks closed his eyes and allowed the delicious feelings to 
roar in frantic motions through his body reminding him that 
he could still enjoy such sinful pleasure, such titillating 
actions. He pressed his hips forward, forcing his cock deeper 
into Matt’s mouth as the boy suckled with more verve. Aleks 
pulled out and held still waiting to see what Matt would do 
as he glanced down catching a whiff of his personal eye 


candy. The boy’s startling scent of musky tang awakened 
every nerve ending. 


Matt snaked his hands around Aleks’ hips, cupping his 
buttocks and slowly moved forward to engulf half 
Aleksandr’s cock, suckling and licking faster, drawing him in 
inch by inch. He squeezed Aleks’ balls and groaned. 


“That’s it, take me. Take all of me down, boy.” Aleks growled 
and thrashed his head from side to side as his needs grew 
to a demanding state, desperate to be fed. His patience 
waning, he thrust his hips forward nearly strangling Matt as 
he struggled to keep the frantic pace. In and out he 
plunged, fucking the boy’s mouth, his movements becoming 
manic, his blood racing. 


Matt sucked and licked allowing his mouth to be fucked 
harder as Aleks’ cock hit the back of his throat again and 
again. He whined around the massive shaft as Aleks pressed 
deeper and harder. 


Aleks growled, the dangerous timbre echoing throughout 
the dense space, bounding off the thin walls and he gripped 
the boy’s golden locks, fucking his mouth in a barbaric 
manner. “Boy, | long to come inside that pretty little mouth 
of yours but | need more. | must have all of you.” Still, he 
kept the wild pace thrusting with long powerful strokes, in 
and out, back in and all the way out until he could stand it 
no longer. Jerking Matt to his feet he thrust him over the 
cold steel bench meant for bondage and whipping and 
pressed his legs as far apart as his body would allow. Aleks 
palmed his hand down from Matt’s neck to his chiseled 
shoulders and down further to caress his back, kneading his 
waist. 


Matt shivered as he gripped the other side of the table and 
whimpered, arching his back with each touch. He panted 
and tilted his head as if trying to understand. 


Aleks slid his fingers down the crack of Matt’s ass, guiding 
his cheeks apart and inching his finger inside the boy’s tight 
hole. 


“No! |...no...” Whimpering, his voice barely a whisper, Matt 
struggled as Aleks pressed him further into the table. 


“I won’t hurt you.” He pushed his finger inside, passing the 
tight muscle ring as the boy squirmed. Pulling out, 
Aleksandr leaned down and pressed kisses across the heat 
of his back allowing his fangs to graze over Matt’s tender 
Skin. He licked a line across the boy’s glistening neck as the 
taste of him frazzled his remaining senses. He was losing 
control. Aleks slid his finger back in and out, adding a 
second finger and a third, now thrusting harder with each 
stroke. 


“Oh...1...” His cries of anguish became moans of passion and 
with each new plunge of his fingers Matt met his driving 
hand, trusting his hips back to meet the hungry demand. 


Aleks hissed as the beast rose, driving him to the point of no 
return. Growling as the manic frustration of who he was and 
the thirst that ravaged his entire system, he placed his cock 
to the boy’s ass and pressed forward, sliding in and waiting 
as Matt’s muscles clenched around the invasion. Aleksandr’s 
entire system rocketed to a place of sheer ecstasy, a blazing 
rapture that consumed and stilled his very being. His hunger 
had to be sated, his need fulfilled. He snarled, his fangs 
nipping his bottom lip and pushed forward. 


“No...no...no!” The boy’s cries of rapture now becoming 
frantic, Matt clawed the table as his body shook, accepting 


Aleks’ thick cock. 


Aleks tilted back his head as he plunged the entire length of 
his shaft deep inside his ass and roared, allowing the beast 
to take him. Pummeling into him, he thrust harder and 
faster driving into the very heart of the boy. Slam after slam 
he plunged, his dick swelling inside the boy until the ache 
that burned his very soul took his remaining sanity, his 
remaining humanity. As the two needs collided in a 
Shattering reverie of electric current that thrashed through 
his body and showered the body with powerful jolts, he 
jerked Matt’s head and lowered his face, slicing his fangs 
into the side of the boy’s neck. 


The scream was quickly squelched the moment his rich life 
saving blood flowed into Aleks’ greedy mouth. Matt clawed 
the table frozen from the intensity of the actions and his 
body began thrashing up and down in frenetic motions on 
the table, hitting with echoing thuds. 


Aleks purred and drank the sweet serum of his life as his 
cock erupted inside the boy and filled his system. The 
nourishing blood satisfied his thirst as Matt lay still, 
hypnotized by the man, the monster, the vampire who held 
him close. 


Moments later Aleksandr rose from the shivering boy, licking 
the wound closed and pressing kisses across the boy’s 
shoulders. He truly loved the taste of a man and this one 
was somehow sinful and sweet. “Very lovely my dear boy 
and | could do this again.” 


Matt moaned in soft pulses as he struggled to open his 
drooping eyelids. His lashes feathered across his cheek still 
hypnotized by the sensual effects of the drug and the loss of 
blood. 


Aleks licked slow and lazy circles around the base of his ear 
and once again over the wound ensuring that no one would 
know what had transpired. He steadied Matt onto his feet 
and knew that he would remember little of the event and 
what his mind comprehended would be met with a quiet 
pleasure, a touch of passion and nothing more. He helped 
Matt dress, whispering soft words of reassurance until the 
magical trance began to lose its effect. “Come, allow me to 
walk you out.” 


Matt nodded and together they walked out to the darkened 
lot surrounding the building. The glow of the full moon was 
the only light surrounding the area and as the moon kissed 
shadowed veil enveloped them, hovering like a warm 
blanket, he shivered. “I think a storm is rolling in.” 


Aleksandr gazed into the night sky as the first licks of 
lightning hit the horizon and relished in the steam of current 
that trickled and danced across into his cells, radiating the 
fresh blood coursing through his system. 


“Shit! It’s so damn dark here. How can you stand it?” Matt 
jumped from the first slice of rumbling thunder. 


Aleks chuckled. “It’s perfect for my needs.” 


Matt nodded as he opened his car door and turned slowly, 
his eyes lowering. “Thanks...um for everything. Will you 
send me glossies?” 


“Absolutely.” 


Matt fumbled getting into the car and started the engine, 
giving Aleksandr one last look. 


Aleks sighed as he watched the boy drive away and licked 
his lips. The experience had been delicious but somehow 


left him cold. He sighed and allowed his mind to wander to 
the many lonely nights. Centuries of lonely nights had left 
him almost bitter and while his needs were satisfied, he was 
restless. He’d hoped a new city and a new life would bring 
him peace. Instead, it brought him another series of 
strangling thoughts and even his art and his playtime hadn’t 
banished the ugly demons. 


He walked back toward the warehouse slowly and stared for 
several minutes into the storm filled sky as the clouds 
filtered over the moon blocking out all light yet his vision 
missed nothing. Sadly on nights such as this he wondered 
what it would be like to be human again. While being 
immortal certainly had its pleasures and benefits, the 
downsides were daunting. As he stepped onto the landing, a 
single reverberating noise caught his attention. 


He turned and stared out into the blackened night, catching 
a whiff of something...of someone. Hmm... He was being 
watched and while the person was cunning, he or she was 
not quite cunning enough. He scanned the area quickly. 
Seeing no one, he walked inside as his instincts kicked in. 
Someone was playing a game and one that they could very 
well lose with their life. 


Chapter Three 


“Hey buddy, bout damn time you made it into work. Got 
some news for ya.” Mike tipped his head. 


“Sorry, late night.” Jax rubbed his eyes. 


“Yeah, you look like shit too. What the hell did you do last 
night?” 


Jax sighed. While the evening had been wonderful with 
Amanda, when she left before midnight to meet her shift, he 
had sat on his back deck until the wee hours of the morning 
thinking about the murder, about the boy. “Just couldn’t 
sleep much last night. What about the club?” 


Mike grinned. “Well, it ain’t my kinda place, l'Il tell you that. 
Whew, got a lot of queers in there. | was never one for 
leather bullshit and now | freaking know why.” 


Jax cringed. While Mike was a good cop, his sensitivity level 
was zero on a scale of one to a thousand. He had nearly as 
many reprimands as commendations. “Please don’t tell me 
you started something.” 


“Hell no, buddy! | just sat and sipped on a beer. Had saucy 
little conversation with a guy that looked like Mr. Death. 
Didn’t get a lot of info but the bartender did recognize the 
kid. The only reason he remembered him at all was that he 
asked where the bathroom was.” 


“So Greg wasn’t a regular.” 


“Nope.” Mike threw him a newspaper. “Look what else we 
got to deal with.” 


“Oh Christ.” Jax stared at the front page and shook his head. 
Anytime you started the headline with Gruesome Murder 
Investigation Hits the River City, he knew damn good and 
well the phones would ring off the hook. He skimmed the 
article. At least they didn’t have the name of the kid yet but 
that would come soon enough. 


“Fucking vultures. Sergeant’s none too happy,” Mike added. 


“No shit, but they got a job to do just like we do.” God he 
hoped they solved this one fast or heads would roll and he 
half anticipated it would be theirs. “Charlotte call?” 


“Not me. Don’t think she likes me too much.” 


No shit Sherlock, you hit on her too many times. Grabbing 
his office phone, Jax checked his messages as he gave Mike 
a sullen look. “Great...the kid’s parents are coming out from 
Indiana.” They didn’t need to have to deal with grieving 
parents. 


“Yeah well, you know how it goes. He was their only son.” 
“You suddenly develop a conscience out of the blue?” 
Mike shrugged. “Don’t like kids gettin’ killed is all.” 


Hell, he couldn’t think of anything worse. “Anything back 
from the labs?” 


“All the fingerprints are accounted for. There are several 
sets but so far they all check out. Just friends and the 
girlfriend were in the house but there were a lot of them.” 
Mike tossed over a file folder. “Everything they got is on the 


screen but here’s the hard copy. | know how old school you 
are.” 


“You're on a roll today.” Jax shook his head as he flipped 
through the several page report, impressed as hell at what 
the lab folks had already determined. No foreign fibers 
either, hmmm...well it looked like they weren’t going to 
have any breaks. 


“Hey buddy, you try spending time in a place like Dark 
Towers and you tell me what you'd be like the next 
morning,” Mike chortled and took a swig from his cup. 


“We got nothing here to go on really. | think we’re going to 
have to go back to the scene.” 


“| figured you’d say that. Can we get breakfast on the way?” 


Somehow the thought of food nauseated him. “Sure, 
whatever.” He still had an inkling that the club had 
something to do with the kid’s death. “Did any of his friends 
comment about him going to the club?” Jax sighed realized 
it was going to be a long ass week. 


“Not the ones | talked to but perhaps we should have a little 
chat with the girl that found him. Evidently she’s the 
girlfriend.” 


“She still in the hospital?” 


“I checked this morning. She’s at her parents house but 
that’s all | know.” 


Jax nodded. “Then let’s make an appointment with her 
today if we can.” 


“We're the police Jax or did you forget about that? We go 
and see who we want.” Mike chuckled and stood. 


Jax knew better than to get into it with him. “Let’s go.” 
“Detectives?” A lanky man strolled in, his face grim. 


“What’s wrong?” Jax knew Sergeant Sike’s look too well. 
Pissed. 


“There’s been another murder,” Sergeant Sikes looked back 
and forth between them. 


“Oh, fuck me. What, is this entire town going nuts or 
something right now?” Mike bellowed. 


“Evidently.” 


“By the look on your face you think it’s the same guy, don’t 
you?” Jax rubbed his eyes sensing the prickling hairs rising 
on the back of his neck. His instincts were working overtime. 
He knew damn well this was just the beginning. 


“Well, if it’s not then we got a copy cat. Roommate just 
came back from a week-long trip and found him in the living 
room sliced and diced.” The Sergeant shook his head and 
handed Jax a folder. “The guy is pretty shaken but he’s there 
with the officer’s giving them everything he knows.” 


“Another college kid?” Mike asked. 


Jax shook his head. “No, this guy was almost thirty and 
worked for a local radio station.” 


“Look further. Worked is the key word. His roommate said he 
was fired last week for some incident.” 


“Well, he also has no family in town according to this so that 
means he could have been dead for awhile.” Jax eyed the 
file 


The Sergeant eyed Jax. “That’s what the one officer told me. 
Said the scene is ripe. Get going fellas and | don’t want to 
see this shit on the news. No matter what the hell you have 
to do, no one hears about this. If our little town thinks we 
have a serial killer roaming the streets... Well you know 
what that means and the Mayor will be breathing down my 
neck. It’s an election year.” 


Jax nodded. The Richmond City Mayor, James Grant, was a 
gruff pain in the ass that required every man and woman to 
toe the line and give him exactly what he wanted when he 
wanted and he had given the department grief more than 
once. He was a lose cannon that tolerated no bullshit. “We'll 
do what we can.” He nodded to Mike who grabbed his 
notebook and headed out the door. 


Sergeant Sikes place his hand on Jax’s shoulder, keeping 
him still. “Detective...Jax, look, | know this is going to get to 
you. | know you too well. If you don’t think you can handle 
it, then l'Il assign someone else.” 


Jax closed his eyes and swallowed, his ragged breath 
pulsing past his lips as the memory of the boy flooded his 
mind. He had done everything to lock the wretched incident 
away, but here it was slamming him in the face again. “No, | 
can handle this. This case is entirely different. | have a 
feeling about this one, Sergeant. | don’t know, but I think 
this one is going to get messy.” 


“I hope to hell you’re wrong.” 


“I do too, but | don’t know. Regardless, I’m fine,” Jax 
breathed. 


Sergeant Sikes patted his shoulder. “Good man.” 


Yeah, then why did he feel so damn wretched? 


KKK 


Brent Taylor lay sprawled naked on his stomach across the 
worn carpet in the expansive living room. It was obvious 
that he had been dead at least a couple of days by the 
wretched smell of rotting flesh. Jax coughed, fighting his 
watering eyes and glanced across the room. Seeing nothing 
glaring that appeared out of place, he sighed. The most 
damning cases were never easy to solve. No amount of 
cloth could hide the vile smell. The horrendous condition of 
the body suggested extreme violence. 


The fidgeting man standing with the black and whites was 
in his forties and very shaken and had been the victim’s 
roommate for several years. Unfortunately that was all the 
information Jax had gleaned from the initial introduction. 


The tick tock of the old grandfather clock matched the 
clicking noises of the refrigerator turning on and off in an 
aimless pattern. He glanced around the perimeter and 
noticed easily that the man had been enjoying an evening 
by himself. An open book set on the table turned over and a 
single plate full of crumbs was beside. He walked further 
inside the room and allowed his eyes to sweep across 
everything. Other than the thick coating of dust on the 
mantle, the room was tidy. 


“Jesus fucking Christ, is that a fucking wine bottle stuck up 
his ass?” Mike choked and wheezed, jumping back from the 
body. “You can get close to that one if you want. I’m going 
to check the perimeter. God damn it!” 


Jax nodded and knelt beside the man. The bottle had been 
shoved with enough force that it was imbedded at least five 
inches and there were obvious signs of his flesh having been 
shredded from the violent act. “Jesus. The amount of rage is 
incredible here.” Slash marks covered almost every section 
of his lower torso beginning on his buttocks and moving 
down his legs. The crisscross pattern seemed random but 
somehow calculated as if the killer was leaving a message. 
“Unreal. What the hell is going on here?” He took out his 
digital camera and began taking pictures of the body. The 
darkened pool of blood coagulating under the body 
suggested significant wounds on his front torso. Something 
caught his eye and he squinted to try and make it out. The 
look of seared flesh didn’t seem out of place to the scene 
but the feathered edge depicted possibly a symbol. He 
reached into his pocket, pulling out the latex gloves and 
Slapped them on. Damn it he hated this shit. How many 
crime scenes had he seen mutilated bodies over the long 
years? This had the flavor of a sexual kill but the two 
murdered men ran in completely different worlds. 


He feathered his finger over a spot on the dead man’s ass 
and scrutinized the area. “A burn mark? What the hell?” The 
wound looked recent but it was difficult to tell anything 
because of the amount of blood covering the body. 


“He had to have known the killer. There’s no sign of forced 
entry,” Mike said as he leaned against the door jam, arms 
crossed. 


“Just like Greg Barnes.” Jax stood and took several 
additional photos before placing the camera in his coat 
pocket. “There’s got to be a connection. Sweep the area 
upstairs and l'Il take down here and then we'll talk to the 
roommate.” 


“Gotcha boss. Anything to get away from the damn 
stench.” 


Jax looked down at the body. There was no doubt the killer 
was sending a message loud and clear. The level of brutality 
was far too sexual in nature. Over his years he had seen this 
kind of raging kill before and it generally meant a jilted lover 
or an incident that the killer felt the victims were somehow 
responsible for. As he stared down at the burn mark, he had 
the distinct impression that the killer was laughing his ass 
off. 


He headed toward he kitchen, stopping briefly as a photo 
caught his eye. Hmmm...the obvious vacation shot 
appeared to be the victim and the roommate on a fishing 
trip. “Good looking fella.” In truth, he was stunning. His long 
dark hair and chiseled features could rival any male model 
he had seen. Similar to Greg in build but Brent was a yin to 
Greg’s blond yang. He glanced back at the body and 
wondered whether they had frequented perhaps another 
gay bar in the city. He shook his head. So far none of it 
made any sense but the bar concept was an avenue he 
needed to check. 


The kitchen was brightly lit and well organized and other 
than a huge stack of unopened mail, there was nothing that 
would indicate anything was amiss. Jax glanced into the 
sink. A single glass sat with the remnants of what appeared 
to be a juice of some kind. Plate on the table and drink in 
the sink. Had he been interrupted? “So you didn’t invite 
your killer in or a drink it seems.” Jax sauntered back to the 
counter and picked through the mail. There was an 
expansive mass of bills addressed to Brent. 


Jax shook his head. The two dunning notices were serious 
enough. “Poor bastard. Lost your job and had a mountain of 


bills.” An idea flashed through his mind. The kid needed 
money. Wonder how far he’d go to get it? He grabbed his 
phone and dialed the precint. “Hey Sheila. Do me a favor 
and check both Greg Barnes and Brent Taylor’s financial 
records.” Thank God they had a capable assistant that had a 
degree in criminology. Helpful and organized, she was a 
Godsend. 


“What are you looking for?” 


“Not sure but I’m wondering if perhaps they were 
receiving income from anything else. Greg worked part time 
at a Stuffy’s near campus and Brent just lost his job so I’m 
looking for anything else.” 


“You got it,” Sheila said. 


Hitting end, Jax rifled through the mail and other than the 
usual stack of junk, the only thing that caught his attention 
was a flyer for an art gallery. The colorful tri-fold was 
addressed to Brent and from a gallery in Shockoe Slip and 
while he had never heard of Audax, it was simply an 
invitation to join a new showing. Inhaling deeply, he knew 
he was reaching for any connection period. Hell, he couldn’t 
even positively say the two murders were connected. 
Hearing a rustling, Jax looked up. Seeing Charlotte’s grim 
face, he nodded. 


“Detective, well at least this saves me a phone call,” 
Charlotte said quietly as she crossed her arms. 


“Greg Barnes?” 


“Just finished about thirty minutes ago. He was alive when 
the heart was removed.” 


“Holy Christ and l'Il venture a guess that you have more to 
tell me.” 


“Unfortunately yes and there are so many things about 
this case that trouble me. He was also very much alive when 
his penis was ripped off. Perhaps I should say bitten off. Your 
instincts were correct. The area around the ragged flesh was 
definitely from teeth marks and from some sharp incisors.” 


“You've got to be kidding me?” Jax hissed. Who the hell bit 
off a man’s cock? 


“I wish | were. The kid must have been in complete agony. 
Also, the blunt force trauma to his neck crushed his 
windpipe and I'd say that it was a heavy instrument like a 
pipe but I can’t be sure.” 


Jax sighed. “What about how the heart was taken?” 


Charlotte laughed, her voice trembling as her eyes darted 
across Jax’s. “That’s just it. | have absolutely no idea what 
type of instrument could do that.” 


“But you suspect something.” 


She cocked her head. “Look, I’ve done this for way too 
long and I’ve seen every creative way to killa man ora 
woman. I’ve seen them ripped to shreds by a chainsaw and 
hacked to death with a meat cleaver but this...this level of 
pure torture in my honest opinion, | think our killer was 
strong enough to literally crush through the chest cavity and 
jerk out his heart.” 


Jax shook his head. “There’s no way Charlotte that a man 
let alone a woman has enough brute strength to be able to 
do that.” 


“Ever arrest someone on crack?” 


“I understand what you’re saying but the human body 
can’t be penetrated in the manner you described. You of all 
people know that.” 


“Jax, I’m telling you that there are no metal, wood, plastic 
or any other kinds of fragments that would suggest any type 
of instrument used. There is extensive bruising of the tissue 
around the area that appears to be caused by fingers, large 
fingers. The skin and muscle were both shredded like pulled 
pork and the bone fragments were gnawed on.” 


Jax stared into her eyes seeing the horror all over again. 
Biting back a groan, he swallowed and looked away. Dear 
God this couldn’t be happening again. “You mean...” 


“Yes, | mean it appears some of the flesh and muscle was 
eaten, Detective.” 


Cringing, prickles of fear trickled down his spine. “There 
has to be something else. There has to be.” 


“Well, there was a jagged knife used all over the body and 
| found evidence of cuts in the tissue surrounding the area 
of the chest cavity but | honestly think those were inflicted 
later. They were random and haphazard with various 
degrees of violence. | think the killer wants you to think that 
it was a knife but | know better,” Charlotte said, her voice 


edgy. 
“So what are you suggesting?” 


“So I’m suggesting Detective that you have a madman on 
your hands. This kind of kill, you damn well know he or she 
will do it again, hence the body lying in the next room. | took 


a cursory glance and while I’m not the detective here, you 
know what I think?” 


“That this murder was just giving him the taste for the 
kill?” 


“Exactly. | would watch out. | think the body count is going 
to pick up.” 


Jax shook his head. “Did you find anything else odd on the 
victim?” 


“Other than the missing parts? Well, he had a burn mark.” 


Hair sizzled on the back of his neck from the information. 
“Fuck! Come with me.” 


“What?” 


“Just come.” He guided her into the living where her team 
was already examining the body. “Like that one?” 


Charlotte knelt by the body and slid her gloved finger 
across the mark. Hesitating, she inhaled before gazing in his 
direction. “Detective, you’ve just made your connection. The 
mark is identical to the one on the other body.” 


“His calling card.” A sharp chill thrashed through Jax’s 
system. “He wants us to look. Dear God, we have a monster 
loose. Charlotte, | don’t give a Goddamn who asks you what 
happened including the Mayor, you tell them nothing. This 
can’t get out or we'll have mayhem in the city.” 


“Understood.” 


Jax groaned and rubbed his eyes. Every part of his system 
craved shutting down. Karma was coming back to torture a 


soul that had already been destroyed. Swallowing hard, he 
turned to find Mike. 


“Buddy,” Mike said, his voice strangled. 


“Wait. There is one more thing and | definitely do not want 
anyone to hear this.” Charlotte rose and took Jax by the arm 
dragging him away from her team. 


Jax noticed for the first time just how nervous she was. 
“What?” 


“Well, you’re going to wonder what in the world | must be 
thinking.” 


“Charlotte, what? This case is damning enough to hold 
anything back.” 


“Greg's body was almost completely drained of blood.” 
“The injuries were that severe?” 


Her eyes fluttering open and closed, she hesitated before 
she gripped his arm, her fingers digging into his flesh. “No, 
Jax. While he lost a significant amount of blood from the 
injuries, he was...um...drained of his remaining blood, 
almost completely. | can say I’ve never seen that occurrence 
before.” She looked away as tiny bubbles trickled past her 
lips. 


“Wait a minute here. Are you suggesting that someone 
removed the blood for a particular reason?” Jax’s mind 
raced to the scene. There wasn’t enough blood there to 
indicate he had been drained and...and...shit! 


She nodded. “And from the initial looks of Brent Taylor, I’m 
suggesting the same thing happened here.” 


As Jax’s heart thumped into his chest, sending quivers into 
his legs, he tried desperately to process the information. “l 
don’t think | understand.” 


“Detective, | know you will think | am nuts here but there 
are societies that believe in this kind of thing.” 


“This kind of thing?” 


Charlotte bit her lip. “Yeah as in vampires. | believe you 
have a vampire on your hands. And from what | know, when 
there is one, that usually means there is a society present.” 


“Detective Steele? Do you have any questions for Tim 
before I let him go?” A young officer came into the living 
room. His haggard face spoke of early burn out. 


“A couple. l'Il be right there.” Jax shook his head. What in 
the hell was he supposed to make of Charlotte’s comments? 
He had never known her to go out on a limb before but 
seeing her face, he had to believe they were dealing with 
something extraordinary. 


The officer nodded and stole a glance toward the body 
before he moved stiffly out of the room. 


While Jax was well aware that Charlotte was not talking 
about a night stalker from his childhood nightmares, the 
idea that human vampires had infiltrated the city was 
certainly new in concept to Richmond. The Goth scene was 
rich and ripe and generally under the radar but other than 
the occasional scuffle and drug use, the folks involved 
hadn’t caused much trouble. He knew damn good and well 
he wasn’t going to say anything to Mike until he had the 
opportunity to look into it. Hell, the man would have him 
committed. 


“I know that look, what’s crawlin’ up ya?” Mike asked. 


“Just trying to put the pieces together. | want to try and 
see the girlfriend after this so why don’t you call her parents 
and see if she’ll be available in thirty minutes.” 


“You're hiding somethin’ from me buddy.” 


“Just thinking, Mike. I’m already terrified this is going to 
get out of hand.” 


“I hear ya.” 


Jax sauntered out onto the porch unable to get the 
thought of vampires off his mind. He had certainly tried 
several kinky things in college but drinking blood was way 
beyond his comprehension. Eyeing the roommate, he tried 
to put on his game face. “Tim? I’m Detective Jax Steele. 
Thank you for all the help you have provided to the officers 
and | know how difficult this must be for you. Just a couple 
more questions.” 


“Sure,” Tim breathed, barely able to look at Jax. While Tim 
was still shaking, he appeared resigned and calm. Almost 
too calm. 


“Was Brent into going out to clubs?” 


“We went out sometimes to bars and grabbed a beer but 
he was writing a book and...and...he was always working. 
Like to stay busy. Liked money. Hell, we all do.” 


“What about women?” Jax caught a slight tick over his 
upper lip. 


“He had a few girls he ran with but no one special. He was 
engaged once and that ended badly.” Tim looked away. 


Interesting. “Tell me about his job?” 


Tim shrugged and kept his eyes dancing across the uncut 
lawn. “Not much to tell. He loved what he did and when he 
got fired, | thought he was gonna freak.” 


“Tim, why did he get fired?” Jax looked away giving Tim 
space. 


“Um...he refused to tell me really. Said it had to do with 
someone he had to interview. So dunno.” 


Jax heard the catch in his voice. “Any idea?” 


“Just that he got pissed off and had a screaming battle 
with someone but | honestly don’t know who it was. | left 
town the day after. | wouldn’t have gone but | had the trip 
planned for a long time and he insisted.” 


“So they fired him for getting into a screaming battle?” 


“It um...wasn’t his first.” Tim looked away as he feathered 
his fingers through his shaggy blond hair. He finally turned 
his head after several quiet minutes and stared into Jax’s 
eyes. “He had a temper. When he didn’t like something he 
told you. His boss warned him but Brent was his own man. 
He didn’t listen to anybody. Brent just did his own thing. He 
is...he um was...a good guy but a firecracker.” His voice 
waning, he leaned against the side of the house and closed 
his eyes. “Man, I just don’t understand who would some shit 
like that to him. Jesus he had to have pissed somebody off 
bad.” Tim laughed and his voice broke into nothing but 
scattered pants. 


“Tim, was Brent doing anything for extra money on the 
side?” Ohhh...now isn’t that a look. The only reason people 
garnered a look of shock and horror for a question as simple 


as whether he had been moonlighting meant that whatever 
Brent had been doing was either illegal, dangerous or 
something completely out of his character and at that 
moment he was taking bets which one. 


“Look, | don’t know anything really, okay? | called Brent 
when I got to Florida and he said he had found a short time 
gig that paid really well. Told me he had been doing it for a 
couple of weeks.” 


“What kind of a gig?” 


“You know, | asked him that after he went all cagey on me 
and he just brushed it off as some modeling job. Hell, | used 
to tell him all the time he should model but he thought it 
was a girly thing to do. Man the guy hated being around 
anything non masculine, you know?” Tim’s eyes darted back 
and forth across the landscaping. 


Jax nodded. Modeling job, huh? Cocking his head, he 
glanced toward the open front door. “Thank you very much 
Tim, you’ve been most helpful. Here’s my card. If you can 
think of anything else that might be helpful, let me know.” 


Tim nodded. “You know, he really was a likable guy. People 
just didn’t know him very well.” 


Which clearly meant he had enemies. “I understand.” He 
could tell by the look on Tim’s face that the two were 
probably closer than just roommates and the status of their 
relationship would die with both of them. He strode back 
into the house and into the kitchen and rifled through the 
mail, pitching almost everything onto the floor until he 
found the brochure he noticed before. “See the erotic and 
sensuous flavors of Aleksandr Vasiliev. Very interesting.” 
Staring at the brochure, it took him several minutes to 
understand what he was seeing. 


“Find something there, buddy?” Mike stood in the 
doorway, his face wearing every moment of the 
investigation. 


Jax glanced from his face back to the brochure and slipped 
it in his pocket. “Maybe. Something I’m going to check out.” 


Chapter Four 


Aleksandr stood quietly in the back of the bar sipping scotch 
and watching the comings and goings of the crowd. He was 
bored, hungry and craved something to play with. He could 
possibly even enjoy the taste of a woman tonight, as it had 
been a significant amount of time since he’d the pleasure of 
tasting the fairer. With the show only two nights away, he 
needed to be making final preparations. Unfortunately he’d 
grown far too antsy to continue his work. Still, frequenting 
the club as often as he could was very good for business 
and he enjoyed playing with the eclectic crowd. He relished 
in playing the part of artist and enjoyed being pampered by 
the co-owner every once in awhile. She was an exotic flavor 
and one he’d enjoyed on more than once occasion. 
Chuckling, he thought about their sordid past together and 
shook his head. Lies and secrets kept them together. How 
delicious. 


Unfortunately the crowd of gothic revelers certainly didn’t 
meet his expectations. The partygoers all seemed to be 
strung out on drugs and alcohol and he wanted no part of a 
desperate human. 


“Hi ya sugar. Wanna dance? You’re hot.” 


Aleks sliced his eyes down to stare at the female. The heavy 
eyeliner and vixen red lipstick somehow looked sad on her 
pasty white skin, yet her scent was ripe and invigorated his 
senses. Glancing back at the crowd watching her intently, 
he sighed. Undoubtedly she would be a bit too complicated 
for the evening. “Perhaps later, luv. | would like to finish my 
drink first.” 


“Scrumptious accent.” She smiled and slid her fingers down 
the side of his cheek to rest her palm over his heart. “But 
one so sexy as the likes of you shouldn’t be alone.” 


Aleks took her hand in his and raised it slowly to his lips. 
The delicious fragrance of her feminine hunger was almost 
too much for him to resist. Pressing her long fingers to his 
mouth, the urge to devour the woman was strong, yet his 
placed gentle kisses against her tingling skin and released 
her hand. There was no doubt he could take her and drive 
his already hardening cock deep inside her pussy and the 
vivid imagery left him thirsty. His eyes flashed to the gentle 
pulsing in her neck and he could almost taste the silky 
copper of her life’s blood easing away his raw need. “You're 
quite lovely.” 


“Oh my.” She swallowed and placed the kissed hand over 
her mouth. “I...” Her laugh sensuous, the lilt sparkled above 
the intensity of the haunting music. “Thank you.” 


“I will come and find you later, luv.” 


She nodded and blinked in rapid succession from the 
intensity of his gaze. 


Aleks noticed the hardened looks of the boys in her group 
and resisted the urge to kiss her. Even toying with the 
enticing raven-haired girl wasn’t enough for him that night. 


“Please, you do that. l'Il be here for a while anyway.” 


He smiled and eased his eyes toward the front door as he 
took a long sip, allowing the slight burn to soothe his thirst. 
It was at that precise moment that he sensed the presence. 
There was no mistaking the scent of ravaging hunger that 
sliced through the crowd like a beacon from the dead. Aleks 
froze and scanned the patrons, the hackles rising on his 


neck. He fought the shivers that he hadn’t experienced in so 
long. Why now and why here? 


He filtered through the crowd, pushing through the people 
and tuning out every noise, every scattered whisper of the 
mindless humans searching for something they could never 
understand. The strumming beacon remained at bay, 
shadowed. Only Aleks could sense his presence, his need, 
his preparation to take and feed and yet, the monster was 
invisible to everyone. But Aleks could sense he was well 
aware he was close. There was no possible way to hide their 
bonding or their past. All the years he’d kept away and now 
the man was coming to lay claim once again. If the ancient 
books were correct Aleks would have little choice but to 
comply or risk an entire race. Hissing, Aleks fought the rage 
as it thrashed though his system, threatening to release his 
beast. This was not good, not good at all. In truth, there was 
no more dangerous situation and mostly for the humans. 


He pressed forward, finding himself almost to the door and 
turned as another jolt of electric current pulse through his 
system. Aleks knew the feeling well. He caught a single 
glimpse of the creature as his head turned, giving Aleksandr 
a destructive glance before he headed out the door, the boy 
following like a lapping dog. Aleks rushed to follow, 
Slamming directly into a hard body. 


“Shit, I’m sorry man.” 


The sensuous midnight blue eyes caught Aleks’ attention 
first. The man’s stunning looks were second. As a trickle of 
something burrowed deep into his senses Aleks shivered. 
Straining to read the man’s mind, he only caught fleeting 
glimpses as if waves were being sent to block his abilities. 
Studying the man for an instant, his dick twitched and he 
realized he was shaking. His reaction was far too 


coincidental. “My apologizes. | wasn’t paying attention 
where I was going.” For some reason he was mesmerized by 
the man, the mortal and allowed himself to gaze down the 
length of his body as every part of his body sizzled with 
need. His cock throbbed, hitting against the tight linen of his 
Suit pants. 


“No problem.” He stared at Aleks, his head cocked and the 
glance held a shimmer of interest. 


Aleks smiled and for some reason knew that their paths 
would cross again. As he walked out into the night air, he 
raised his head to catch his scent but the man that had 
carved out his heart and taken his very soul almost one 
hundred years before was gone. “Durac.” He closed his eyes 
and lifted his hand staring at the ring that would forever be 
a part of his being, his life and hissed. If Durac Chantal was 
in town, the body counts would begin to rise and while that 
wretched thought brought another round of rage racing 
through his system, the single thought that terrorized him 
the most was knowing the reason that Durac had come to 
town. He sensed the human was smack in the middle of a 
war and one he had no idea existed. 


And this time Aleksandr feared he would not survive the 
attack. 


KKK 


Jax stared after the blond stranger until the remaining 
tingles slicing down his spine finally went away. His mouth 
cotton dry, he licked his lips and realized his hand was 
Shaking. What the hell what this about? For a several 
seconds the electric sounds of the club remained like tinny 
echoes and yet he could hear his heart slamming against 


his chest. He found himself stumbling inside and held onto 
the sidewall to catch his breath. He’d never had this level of 
reaction to a man and for a second he believed he was 
losing his mind. 


“This is ridiculous.” Jax willed his behavior away and eyed 
the perimeter of the club noticing that the crowd was indeed 
comprised of mostly college age or slightly older partygoers 
looking for a good time in a club that allowed almost 
anything to happen. Granted, he had checked on the Dark 
Towers before he came and knew they had never had a 
single citation, yet they remained on the Mayor's hit list as a 
nuisance. There was a notation that some members of the 
task force established not long after the club had opened 
suspected a private and very exclusive club located in the 
bowels of the building, but to date, no one had been able to 
gain any favored acceptance. 


On this night, he was simply curious as to why Dark 
Towers was a sponsor of the erotic art show scheduled for 
Friday night and was the last place that anyone had seen 
Greg Barnes alive. Being the single connection between the 
two murder victims, his gut told him the murderer 
frequented the bar or perhaps had selected his victims in 
the very sensuous darkened environment. 


Jax was surprised how large the erotic club truly was. 
Banked on both sides with long bars, the warm glow of 
Sapphire blue neon rose from beneath the frosted glass bar 
tops adding to a rather erotic atmosphere. The effect was 
very sensual yet a hint of danger hung in the air, daring all 
who would partake in what the night might offer to those 
not faint of heart. Black and white pictures adorning the 
walls in poster board size were of very erotic couplings ina 
gothic tone. The exquisite photographs were obviously done 


by a professional photographer with models and only hinted 
of each rather kinky act. 


He watched the electric crowd as he moved toward the 
bar, keenly aware that he was very much out of place ina 
room full of leather and lace. While he had worn skin-tight 
black jeans and a filmy white silk shirt, his attire simply 
couldn’t match the haunting tones. Camping at the single 
spot at the end of the bar, he had a bird’s eye view of the 
comings and goings and the dance floor that gyrated from 
the shimmering lights flashing vibrant colors across the floor 
as smoke rose in sultry billows. Jax could certainly see why 
the place was a hit. 


“What’ll it be?” 


Jax turned to stare at the ripped bartender and wondered 
what the bouncers looked like. “Corona.” 


“You a cop?” 
He chuckled. “That obvious?” 


The bartender cocked his head as his eyes slanted toward 
the crowd. 


“Yeah, | get it.” Jax noticed his slight grin and sighed. From 
his vantage point, he could certainly see why Mike thought 
it was a gay bar as the heated bodies of men with men and 
women with women fondled and tasted their partners all 
throughout the room. And while Mike would certainly have 
been turned off, Jax was intrigued. 


“This about the kid?” The burly bartender set the bottle 
down with a thud and leaned over the bar. 


“You were here last night?” 


“Your partner?” 
Jax shook his head. “Yeah.” 


“I'll tell you the same thing I told him. | hadn’t seen the 
kid you’re talking about before a couple of nights ago and | 
wouldn’t have paid any attention to him except for the fact 
that he had that deer in the headlights look when he asked 
where the bathroom was. Thought the kid was gonna pee 
his pants.” 


Something Mike hadn’t told him. “Did you see him with 
anyone?” 


“Nope. They pay me well not to pay attention if you get 
my drift.” 


“I do. Tell me about this.” Jax slipped the brochure from his 
back pocket. “You guys are sponsoring this?” 


The bartender glanced down at the gallery glossy and 
nodded back toward the photo hanging over his shoulder. 
“Yeah, the thing’s for the artist of all these snazzy little 
shots. The owner here has a little thing for the blond hottie 
too. Think he has something to do with the club behind 
closed doors if you know what | mean.” 


“Really?” 


“You ask me, | think they’ve been doing the nasty up there 
in her office.” 


Jax glanced to the second floor as a dazzling blond woman 
moved against the steel cables of the railing. Glancing 
down, she gazed from end to end of the room before she 
eased back and disappeared. “Stunning.” 


The bartender chuckled. “Yeah well don’t get too close. 
She’s been known to bite.” 


Jax glanced back up and sighed. The night was certainly 
getting much more interesting. 


KKK 


He stared at the boy and smiled, contemplating his next 
delicious action. Sliding his finger across the blonde’s cheek, 
he could sense the boy’s terror. “Hmmmm...you’re quite the 
tempting creature and I’m very hungry tonight.” 


The boy struggled with the binding that held his arms 
locked above his head and whimpered. He opened and 
closed his mouth trying to scream but only soft bubbles 
pulsed past his swollen lips. 


“Don’t worry dear child, this will be over soon and then 
you'll remain in bliss forever.” He couldn’t help but admire 
the boy’s diligent efforts. The moment he realized that the 
kid would probably never see the light of day again he’d 
fought valiantly and almost escaped. “Yes...just a little bit 
more play time and l'Il allow you to succumb to the joyous 
feeling of becoming immortal.” Somehow on this night, his 
needs were stronger, desperately hungry. 


Turning the boy over onto his stomach, he feathered the 
boy’s creamy skin as he lowered his head and darted his 
tongue out to taste his utterly scintillating skin. Glistening 
from the heat slicing through the building, the boy’s skin 
reminded him of fresh rainwater trickling across a darkened 
leaf of the dense forest, pure and fresh. His cock tingled in 
anticipation. “You’re almost sinfully good boy. It’s been a 
pleasure working with you.” 


The boy squirmed and moaned, his struggles in vain and 
yet his body thumped. 


He moved over the boy and straddled his legs as he 
unfastened his pants and released the blond boy’s massive 
cock. “I’ve been highly anticipating this from the moment | 
realized what a stunning figure you have. You’re like a treat 
for the eyes and a taste for the soul.” Growling, he danced 
his fingers across the boy’s firm ass, kneading and caressing 
with almost a gentle touch and remembered days so long 
ago that he’d loved or had been able to love. “Yes, very 
nice.” He opened the boy’s ass, feathering light touches 
across his rosy bud and placed the tip of his cock over the 
tight entrance. “I think you’re going to love this my boy.” 
With one long hard thrust, he plunged into the boy’s ass as 
the strangled screams erupted from his captive’s mouth. 
The scattered cries floated across the room sending pulsing 
echoes into the rafters. 


He laughed and thrust again and again tipping his head 
back, his long hair showering down over his shoulders. Oh 
the incredible feeling of the boy’s tight ass muscles 
clenching over his cock was almost too euphoric. “Boy, this 
is excellent, simply excellent indeed.” In and out he plunged 
with almost frantic strokes until the boy finally became 
quiet, yet remained trembling, terrified of the monster that 
thrust into him. 


He stared down at the boy and licked his lips as his climax 
rattled his balls, swelling his cock. The hiss became a wild 
grunt and seconds before the white-hot heat of his cum 
erupted he jerked the boy’s head up by his hair, twisting it 
violently to the side. The breathtaking sounds of snapping 
bones filled his senses with the kind of ecstasy he craved 
and the moment his cock filled the mere child, he lowered 
his head and sliced his fangs into the boy’s neck. 


Friday morning dawned with perfect crisp blue skies and 
fluffy clouds that floated across the horizon from the pulsing 
winds. It was a perfect Virginia morning and one meant to 
be enjoyed on a large deck with a tall fresh glass of 
lemonade and a good book, nothing to do but hours of 
enjoyment. Unfortunately the Mayor had paid a visit to the 
department and his blazing trail of verbal assaults had left 
every cop feeling a bit rough around the edges. Jax was 
weary. They’d learned nothing new in the last twenty-four 
hours and the natives were getting restless. The press had 
been less than kind in handling the murder investigation 
and it seemed everywhere they went they were hounded for 
news. 


“Look at this freakin’ place,” Mike snorted. 
“Yeah | know. The homes are lovely.” Jax rubbed his eyes. 
“What the hell do her parents do?” 


“Stacy? | have no idea. Don’t rattle her Mike today, okay?” 
Jax thought about the little had read about the girlfriend. 
Stacy Wheeler was a fresh-faced girl of barely twenty-one. 
She lived with her parents in the upscale Wyndham 
neighborhood in the fashionable West End while she 
attended VCU. As Jax drove into the neighborhood he 
couldn’t help but notice how lush and uniformed the entire 
street looked. For some reason the beautifully coiffed yards 
and sidewalks were too perfect as if hiding deep dark 
secrets behind closed doors. 


“Me? Good as gold,” Mike chortled. 


“You know I’m kind of surprised Stacy’s parents readily 
agreed to a meeting. You didn’t strong arm them did you?” 


Crossing his fingers, Mike grinned. “Not me, buddy. That 
would be against policy, wouldn’t it?” 


“Uh-huh. Like | said, calm today.” As Jax pulled into the 
driveway, he glanced over. “Did you talk to the radio 
station?” 


“Oh yeah, forgot to mention that. Yeah, Brent got fired 
cause he punched out one of the guests that was on the 
morning talk show. Apparently he just ran in, grabbed the 
guy and punched him. 


“What the hell was the show about?” 


“Something about pictures being a form of art or not. | 
think the guy was a holy roller.” 


“Hmmm, that’s interesting. A rock and roll station having 
a religious show is a bit out of the ordinary. That doesn’t 
sound right to me.” 


“Remember, there’s that festival thing going on this 
weekend and the Mayor hates it?” Mike asked. 


Jax racked his brain. “It’s an art show at the park for God’s 
sake. What the hell does that have to do with the Mayor or 
the radio station?” 


“Dunno all of it but | hear that the show is very erotic and 
not the first one scheduled either. You know all that kinky 
shit like bondage and stuff. Not that | wouldn’t enjoy being 
tied up by a hot blond but | don’t wanna see it all up in your 
face in vibrant colors, ya know?” 


“Come on and be nice.” Climbing out of the car, Jax knew 
there was much more to the story but did it fit in? While he 
had heard about the controversy with the show, punching 
out a guy because of it was out of the ordinary especially for 
the host at a popular station. As he rang the doorbell, he 
eyed the neighbor’s houses. Each house was similar to the 
other. 


“| couldn’t live in a stuffy place like this.” 


“Might do you some good,” Jax smiled. Mike was in 
desperate need of a woman’s touch or perhaps a bulldozer. 


The woman answering the door smiled yet her swollen 
eyes noted her extreme sadness. “You must be Detectives 
Steele and Tomlin. Please come in. I’m Stacy’s mother, 
Sheila. Stacy is expecting you. She’s quite a bit better 
today.” 


“Thank you for seeing us, Mrs. Wheeler,” Jax said quietly. 


Eyeing Mike, she smirked. “Certainly. We realize that 
information is very important in a murder investigation.” 


Slicing his gaze in Mike’s direction, he narrowed his eyes. 
He was going to have to have a chat with his partner. 


“Come.” Sheila glided toward the back of the house. 


Jax couldn’t help but notice the lush surroundings as she 
led them to the vibrantly furnished sunroom that flanked the 
entire back of the house. Seeing the lovely girl, he smiled. 
“You must be Stacy.” 


She nodded and held out her hand. “What...what do you 
want to know? | don’t know if | can tell you very much.” Her 
voice ragged, Stacy nibbled on her bottom lip. 


“Don’t worry, | won’t force you to go through all the 
details, Stacy. I’m just curious if Greg acted any differently 
before he died or perhaps if he developed a new set of 
friends.” 


Stacy sighed. “He wasn’t himself lately but he never said 
anything to me. | tried to get him to talk but we were in the 
middle of finals. | thought he was just buried, you know?” 


“Have you two ever been to Dark Towers together?” 


“The Goth club? He told me one night that he had been 
invited there by somebody, but I didn’t want to go. Heard 
they um...do some kind of kinky things there.” Glancing 
toward her mother, Stacy blushed. 


“Do you know why he went there the night of his murder?” 
Mike asked. 


“1...1 don’t know. We were supposed to have a date that 
night...you know to celebrate him graduating and he called 
at the last minute and said he had to do something.” Stacy 
sniffed and looked down at her hands. 


“Any idea?” Jax asked. He had the distinct impression she 
was holding something back. 


Stacy shook her head. “Not really but...| don’t know, he 
acted really odd.” 


“Odd?” Mike glanced toward Jax. 


“Was he angry or upset or frightened?” Jax could tell that 
if Greg was in the middle of something he had told Stacy 
little if anything. 


Stacy hesitated. “Scared. He seemed scared. | kept asking 
him what was wrong and he just said he didn’t want me 
involved. | had no idea what was going on either.” 


“When did his behavior change?” Mike started to ask 
another question but Jax held his hand out. 


“Is it possible he was working somewhere else?” 


Stacy shrugged. “I guess but the exams were pretty rough 
on him. He needed money cause he wanted to go to Europe 
this summer but he never said anything.” She looked away, 
her eyes darting to the floor. 


“What is it?” Jax inched forward. 
“It’s nothing,” Stacy clipped. 


“Stacy, even if you have a indistinct feeling, tell me what 
you're thinking,” Jax dropped his voice. The girl was awfully 
nervous. 


Opening and closing her mouth, Stacy finally gazed into 
Jax’ eyes. “It was something he said right at the end of our 
conversation. | tried to ask him about what he meant but he 
laughed and God, | just shut up.” 


Jax stole a glance at Mike and nodded. 


“It was something like he was going to be able to have the 
world take notice of him finally and be himself. And then... 
he said...that no one would ever make fun of him again” 


As a shiver ran down Jax’s spine, he inhaled, his blood 
turning to ice. 


Chapter Five 


“Where are we going again?” Amanda asked as she and Jax 
sauntered out onto the front porch. The evening was warm, 
yet a crisp breeze blew as the last trail of twilight flashed 
across the sky. 


“Gallery showing for a photographer. | have a feeling his 
work might have something to do with the investigation.” 
Jax realized dragging her along was not the best idea but 
from his past experiences in working with the artistic 
community on several cases, appearing as a couple on a 
date would be the best way to obtain additional information. 
Besides, she was an excellent observer of all people and 
had a keen eye for anything outside of the norm. 


“And this is some kinky art thing?” 
“Erotic.” 


“Hmmm...interesting.” She moved toward him, her grin 
mischievous, and slid her hand across his thigh, caressing 
as she feathered kisses across the underside of his chin. 
Lifting her head, Amanda licked his earlobe with two tiny 
pulses, giggling as she moved back. “Then it’ll be a fun and 
naughty evening.” 


Jax sighed as electric sensations danced all the way down to 
his toes. He loved her playful side, sinful yet sweet. As her 
hand slid toward his crotch, he wanted nothing more than to 
yank her back inside and ravage her body. Dressed to kill for 
the night in dazzling emerald silk, even her stockings 


glistened in the glowing light of the moon. Damn if he 
wasn’t horny as hell. 


“And um, what’s my role tonight?” Amanda pressed her 
body to his, her hand wrapping around his cock. 


“Submissive.” 


She chuckled and gave him an intense stare. “Now you 
know | don’t play that role very easily.” 


“A guy can dream, can’t he?” 


Amanda hesitated as she looked away at the oncoming 
traffic. 


“I know that look, what’s wrong?” 


“Look, | might get called into work tonight. | Know what | 


said to you but | can’t help it. It’s been just crazy lately, you 
know? There has just been a rash of crazy accidents lately. | 


have no idea why people go a little crazy in spring and do 


completely ridiculous things to their bodies. The emergency 


room was full last night for seven hours. God, just nutty.” 
“I thought you had the night off,” Jax breathed. 


“I know and | did, but we have a couple of people out sick 
and | don’t have a choice so | think I should drive too.” 


Jax sighed. “No problem lady. You work too hard.” He kissed 


the top of her head and opened her car door. “I honestly 


don’t know what to expect with this so perhaps you driving 


isn’t a bad idea.” 


“I think | can handle myself, sexy man.” Amanda teased, 
pressing her finger over his mouth. 


“I don’t think it’s you I’m worried about.” Jax shook his head 
and nipped her finger. No, he suddenly had a very bad 
feeling. 


KKK 


Audax was nestled into the lower boughs of Shockoe Slip, 
one of the most fashionable areas in the city of Richmond, 
just off the cobblestoned vestibule that encased several 
thriving specialty stores and neighborhood bars. The entire 
area had been refurbished years before to resemble the 
aged days of glory in the city around the turn of the century 
and several festivals were held in and around the area 
during the warm months. The weathered mid-rise 
brownstones were well adorned with luminescent lighting 
and the unique businesses encasing the area were 
frequented by many walks of life. Teeming with activity all 
hours of the day and into the wee hours of the morning, the 
long several block one-way street was perused by natives 
and tourists alike. 


It was a favorite spot for Jax to grab a beer and reflect on 
what he had lost and what was most important to him. The 
only trouble lately had been he was no longer sure of what 
was important. As the scattered sounds of various strains of 
music from eclectic nightclubs drifted across the night sky, 
Jax breathed in the scents of the city and sighed. It had 
been a long few months and perhaps when this case was 
over he would finally take the vacation he had promised 
himself. 


Parking in a pre-paid side lot, he and Amanda walked 
hand-in-hand toward the entrance that was shrouded ina 
warm glow from the twinkling moonlight and the festive 
ambiance of the open doors. Inviting all who would enjoy 
the showing, laughter filled the warm night. Strategically 


positioned across the sidewalk were numerous café tables 
filled with people dressed in illustrious attire, champagne 
flowing, as the lilting sounds of string jazz music wafted 
across the courtyard. 


“Whoa, | don’t think I’m dressed appropriately,” Amanda 
whispered as they stood holding hands by the cascading 
fountain that was the centerpiece for the open area and the 
entire courtyard sparkled with festive lights, shimmering in 
the breeze. 


“You look beautiful.” Jax’s eyes darted back and forth 
across the sea of people and while he wasn’t certain what to 
expect, the group before him was a bit of a surprise. 
Ranging in age from early twenties to at least mid sixties, by 
the diverse look of the group, there didn’t seem to be any 
significant commonality. For some reason he’d anticipated 
leather and chains. Instead, the beautiful people appeared 
as socialites coming to a sought after event unlike any 
others he had heard about in the city. He had no idea that 
erotic art had such a following. The realization was 
fascinating and it meant that the artist held credence. 
“Come on, let’s go inside.” 


“What’s our cover?” 


“We're just enjoying an evening together and appreciating 
art.” 


“Do you know anything about the artist?” Amanda 
glanced into the joyous crowd, her eyes wide. 


“Just a little.” Even with his limited experience with art 
appreciation, Jax could easily tell the players from the 
revelers as they milled in and out of the gallery. Some were 
admiring and others were simply drinking. 


The moment they walked in through the double doors, 
their eyes were drawn to the sensuous surroundings of soft 
hued lighting and crimson velvet textured walls. The scent 
of exotic flowers and the subtle hint of vanilla filtered 
throughout the large modern gallery rimmed with brushed 
steel and mahogany. Black and white photographs in 
various sizes were hung on nearly every vertical surface 
while others were placed on freestanding burnished metal 
easels. Waiters milled through the subdued crowd holding 
trays filled with glistening crystal champagne glasses 
offering the bubbly freely. All eyes were peeled to the art 
itself. From where they stood, Jax was immediately 
impressed by the photography. The photos bold and daring, 
every piece was filled with a haunting angst. “Amazing.” Jax 
eyed the series of waiters milling through the crowd. 
Champagne, salmon and caviar was being served and 
everyone was partaking in the festivities. 


“You're right, impressive showing. Who is this artist?” 
Amanda took the glass being offered as she eased away 
from his arms, pressing her way toward a bank of 
photographs. 


“Aleksandr Vasiliev. He’s from Russian decent, trained at 
Oxford and until about a year ago lived in the United 
Kingdom. In just glancing at his website, he is well known 
throughout Europe as a premier photographer.” The 
brochure had given him the web address for the artist and 
while his accomplishments were well established, the man 
himself remained shrouded in mystery. From the little he 
had been able to glean about Aleksandr, he had only 
recently moved to Richmond and established his studio 
close to the river. He was nothing more than an enigma. 
Needing more information, Jax finally contacted a friend in 
Europe who he’d worked with on a case several years before 


and found out some additional information. Unfortunately it 
was little more than what would be covered in a glossy. 


Moving toward the closest picture, a slight gasp escaped 
her lips. “For this? Shit. Who does this kind of...art?” 
Amanda glanced around the room, her face wearing a jolt of 
shock as she licked her lips nervously. 


“| should have warned you.” The stunning photographs 
were similar to the ones at the club in their dark and 
dangerous tone but each was much edgier, sensual and raw 
in sexuality. From what Jax could see, all were of men 
depicting various sexual acts and while blatant in nature, 
Aleksandr had managed to capture merely the haunting 
essence of each scintillating act with his work. In some odd 
way, they were beautiful and enlightening. 


“This is...1 don’t think I like this very much.” Taking a sip of 
her champagne, Amanda’s hand shook. “It’s very 
disconcerting. | don’t think | could...| would like...” 


“I find it fascinating.” Jax moved toward another group in 
a series and was drawn immediately to the brutal quality of 
extreme bondage. Mesmerized, for several minutes he 
refused to take his eyes off the face of the young man. His 
glistening eyes were staring almost peacefully into the 
camera while the obvious level of near torture being 
inflicted on his chiseled body drove him into anguish, or 
perhaps ecstasy. The dichotomy of the two was poignant. 
The model’s supple muscles arched in clear defiance to the 
act and even while clenching his hands, he was succumbing 
to the master that wielded the crop. 


“Jax, is this really art? Jesus, how can people tolerate 
this?” Her voice quivering, Amanda’s voice was merely a 
scattered whisper. 


“To some this is more than just art. To some this is a 
lifestyle my lady and one that they relish. It’s about trust in 
pain and play.” The man’s baritone voice didn’t fit his small 
frame. Smiling, he held out his gnarled hand. “Of course 
Aleksandr’s art is not for every taste but | assure you that 
he has clients all over the world that appreciate his work 
and in truth wait for the perfect peace to speak to their very 
soul.” 


“And you are?” Jax asked as he shook the older man’s 
hand. The crisp Armani suit suggested money, the Rolo 
watch suggested ownership. The young man dressed in all 
black flanking his back stated clearly...possession. 


“| apologize. I’m Stuart Joyner, the owner of this 
establishment. Welcome to my gallery. | don’t believe either 
one of you have been here before. | take pride in Knowing all 
my clients and | would have remembered you.” 


“No, we haven’t been here before. This is lovely.” Jax 
wrapped his arm around Amanda and sensed instinctively 
they were being checked over very carefully. Jax was also 
aware that the sexual innuendo was directed at him only. 
“He’s very talented indeed. I’m fascinated at his visions. 
They’re extraordinary and beautiful capturing an almost 
innocent quality. | appreciate the way he shadows his 
subjects drawing the beholder to examine more carefully.” 


“Ah, | can see you enjoy a touch of the erotic sir and that 
you appreciate and value such a wonderful artist. If you will, 
allow me to show you some of Aleksandr’s finest works. We 
keep those in another location in the gallery, as they are 
somewhat more...sexual in nature. However, | can tell that’s 
something you would appreciate. They’re all for sale of 
course and if you see a piece that you like, | will mark it sold 
for you.” Stuart glanced at Amanda who stood quietly 


looking at everything but the pictures. “If of course it has 
not already been sold and if your lady friend would 
approve.” He glanced over his shoulder at the young man 
who nodded and walked toward a waiter. 


“That would be wonderful and I’m sure my lovely lady will 
enjoy whatever | might select. Amanda?” 


“Um...you go ahead. l'Il come and find you. | think | need 
a bit of air. It’s a little warm in here.” Amanda eyed both 
men before she frowned and walked toward the door 
without looking back. 


Jax sighed and shook his head watching her stiff gait. 


“As | said, some are very uncomfortable with Aleks’ 
captivating erotic pieces but in my opinion they are 
scintillating. However, few women are enchanted with men 
pleasuring themselves in such a delicious erotic fashion. 
Don’t you agree?” 


“I can understand why some women would be put off by 
the level of hunger.” 


Stuart chuckled. “Hunger, yes. | can clearly see your 
interest and your level of desire to find out more.” 


“I thoroughly enjoy art in many genres. My girlfriend is not 
as interested as some but she allows me my passion, my 
verve if you will. I've been looking forward to the showing 
since | found out about it. In truth, | would love to own a 
piece or two of his work but am not sure l'Il be able to afford 
such delectable work.” 


Stuart cocked his head and slowly eased his gaze toward 
the front door and back to allow a deliberate trail of his eyes 
to venture down the length of Jax’s body. “Aleksandr has 


been known to make special arrangements for some of my 
best clients. Perhaps | can have a talk with him.” 


“Is he anticipated to attend this evening?” Jax noticed the 
subtle yet overtly sexual glance. Intrigued, he pushed 
further. 


Stuart smiled. “In truth, | don’t know. Our passionate artist 
is quite elusive and his art keeps him quite busy. Aleksandr 
is also the consummate professional and yet has trouble 
dealing with his fans at times. They can be quite 
overzealous I’m afraid.” 


“I’m certain. Tell me, do you anticipate many sales this 
evening?” Jax smiled coyly. 


“As | mentioned, several of these pieces have already 
been sold to individual owners either over the Internet while 
others were commissioned and allowed Aleks to show them 
as an entire collection. Don’t worry as he has many other 
pieces to choose from. I’m certain that given the outpouring 
of the love that you see here, he'll indeed have another 
showing. | really had to work to convince him to show off his 
pieces. Imagine that.” Stuart gazed at several pieces licking 
his lips before he continued. “Please, come with me and I'll 
show you his most provocative pieces. These are truly some 
of the finest | have ever seen.” 


“How does he select his models?” Jax asked as he trailed 
behind. Every piece he passed seemed more brutal in 
nature. 


Stuart stopped and turned, tipping his head and staring 
into Jax’s eyes, his timbre dropping to a hoarse whisper. “He 
has a waiting list of the tastiest men willing to work with him 
and to enjoy certain pleasures and Aleksandr has particular 
tastes if you will.” As the young man returned and handed 


him a tall glass of champagne, the crystal frosted black, 
Stuart allowed his fingers to dance across his arm, shifting 
the glass into his other hand. Guiding the boy’s fingers to 
his mouth, Stuart pressed a single kiss across his tips while 
keeping his eyes locked onto Jax’s. 


A sudden chill rushed though Jax’s body from the blatant 
suggestion. At least he had just gained a better 
understanding of Aleksandr Vasiliev and while killing his own 
clients was certainly a stretch, the mysterious Russian had 
just made it into the suspect list. “Fascinating.” 


“Tell me, have you ever considered doing some 
modeling?” Stuart cooed. 


“No. | don’t have the look for it.” Swallowing hard, Jax 
realized his leg was shaking. There was something about 
the man’s look that was about more than wanting to strip 
off his clothes and suck his cock. Damn if the man didn’t 
make him nervous. 


“Ah, but you do. You are very sensual and | believe 
Aleksandr would find you delicious.” 


“Why, thank you but I’m not experienced and | believe an 
artist as fine as Mr. Vasiliev would find me cumbersome.” 


Stuart chuckled as he sipped his champagne slowly, a tiny 
bead falling from his lip. “Very well but | may ask you the 
same question at another time. You're far too beautiful not 
to be in front of a camera. Come and allow me to show you 
his passion.” 


Jax nodded and started to follow until he noticed Amanda 
out of the corner of his eye, cell phone in her hand walking 
quickly toward them. “Something wrong darling?” 


“Hey. I’m sorry Jax but | have to go to work. There’s been 
an emergency. A huge wreck just occurred on the interstate 
and there are a lot of injured people. | have no choice.” 


“We only just arrived my darling. Stuart was going to show 
me the artist’s finest work.” Jax could easily tell she was 
nervous. 


Amanda eyed the man, the disdain sliding across her 
flushed face. “Please enjoy as | hate to miss this event but | 
must go to the hospital. You know that, Jax.” 


“Stuart, oh Stuart.” A shrill voice came from the other side 
of the gallery. Beckoning to the owner, the overweight 
woman had a contingency of others waiting. 


“I’m being called and those are some of Aleks’ best 
customers. l'Il leave you both. Please look around and if you 
have any questions, come and find me. l'Il certainly show 
you his exclusive pieces whenever you like.” Stuart nodded 
to Amanda and bowed his head, a slight curl of his lips 
hiding the saucy little desire. 


“Thank you.” Jax turned toward Amanda, the deep sigh 
rattling his chest. “Are you really going to work, Amanda?” 


She cocked her jaw and smirked. “Yes, Jax | am. The fact 
that | don’t like porn doesn’t mean that | suddenly turned 
into a liar. Please stay and enjoy as | see you have been 
already.” Amanda cut her eyes toward the closest picture, 
drawing Jax’s attention. The stunning chiseled man was 
masked in silk and hanging completely naked from a steel 
bar. Rich shadows cast a haze around his cock, yet there 
was no mistaking the slash marks from the riding crop lying 
in close proximity by his feet. 


Mesmerized by the entire scene, Jax leaned in to stare at 
his face and the look of intense rapture that could be seen 
even with the mask tied firmly in place. Licking his lips, he 
wiped his wet mouth with the back of his hand. 


“Jesus Jax, | gotta go. l'Il call you tomorrow.” She gave him 
a quick kiss on the cheek and walked away quickly, her 
head down. 


Startled by her actions as well as his reaction to the 
Shameless act, Jax moved toward the window to stand 
quietly, forcing his ragged emotions away as he closed his 
eyes. Why did he suddenly feel so damn light-headed? He 
calmed his nerves as he thought about the evidence of the 
case and knew damn well there was more information that 
could be obtained. Of that he had no doubt. And while he 
needed to confirm the two had been models, his gut told 
him there was a direct connection to the brutal slayings. 


KKK 


Jax grabbed a glass of champagne and moved through the 
crowd stopping at every piece, admiring the art and 
listening in on the myriad of conversations. The majority of 
patrons were intensely passionate about his work showering 
him with praise as they inched toward the next explicit 
photo. The conversations were sensual and thought 
provoking and with each passing moment the realization 
that he was turned on by the stunning pieces forced little 
tingles of apprehension fluttering down his spine. The grip 
on the glass increased as a single bead of perspiration 
trickled down his neck and he became lost in his own 
thoughts, his fears and his desires. 


“Beautiful, can you just imagine being one of his models? 
Oh, the thought is amazing.” Giggling, she cooed softly. 


Turning his head, Jax eyed the scantily clad woman that 
stood near, her arm draped around well-dressed man of at 
least sixty. 


“Would you enjoy owning a piece my dear?” The man 
pressed a kiss against her bleach blond hair as he ground 
his groin into her silk covered ass. 


She squealed. “Oh you know that | would.” 


“Then you'll have one, my love. Tell me, what do you think 
of his work?” Turning his gaze toward Jax, he leaned in and 
nodded toward the piece that captured the moment of 
anguish as it shifted into pure rapture. “Is it not absolutely 
stimulating?” 


Jolted out of his trance, Jax struggled to find the right 
words as he noticed a flurry of activity coming from the 
other end of the side of the gallery. “It is indeed electrifying. 
Do you know his work well?” 


“I have two hanging in my home. They bring very 
interesting discussions with my group of friends, | can tell 
you that.” He laughed as the blond leaned her head against 
his arm. “I wanted this piece in particular but it is my 
understand from Stuart that it was purchased by the 
Governor. What a shame. | would’ve enjoyed having this one 
over my bed. Would you like that precious?” 


Cooing, she pressed a kiss against his cheek and nuzzled 
into him. “I would love any piece my darling.” 


“Come my sweet, let me talk with Stuart. Enjoy sir as his 
work is a true thing of beauty.” 


Jax nodded and glanced back at the picture and wondered 
how in the hell the guy hired models to perform in such an 
erotic fashion, opening themselves up to being not only 
photographed in such stimulating ways but to actually enjoy 
the nearly brutal acts. He envisioned himself in the piece 
briefly and shivered yet for a flash, he could see himself 
kneeling at Aleksandr’s feet. Shaking off the feeling, he 
wiped his brow and took another long sip. “Jesus.” Barely a 
whisper, he looked down terrified someone would see his 
interest. There was no amount of money that would be 
worth taking...partaking in such blatant act. As the 
commotion grew louder, he used the opportunity to inch 
away from the crowd. 


Sighing, Jax walked toward the other side of the gallery to 
a corner dimly glowing from iridescent blue lighting casting 
shimmers across the various pieces. He looked closely, 
unsure of what he was seeing fora moment yet as his eyes 
adjusted to the almost savage and very explicit 
representation, his mouth gaped open. “What the hell?” 
Stunned, he blinked furiously as the entire piece came into 
focus. 


“| assure you they are not being harmed in any way.” 


Jax turned to glance into what could only be described as 
the most beautiful set of eyes he had ever seen and even in 
the dim lighting, there was no mistaking the shimmer of 
violet touched with a hint of gold. He swallowed hard trying 
to place the face. The accent was scintillating, oozing 
sensuality. For an instant he was mesmerized. “They are 
models?” 


“Of course and come to me willingly. The majority of what 
you see is staged.” His eyes bore into Jax’s with a 
simmering hue holding the moment frozen in time. 


Jax nodded. The club. Yes, he was the man from the club. 
“You're an interesting artist. Fascinating in truth.” 


“Interesting? Hmmm...| believe you enjoy a touch of the 
erotic? Do you not?” 


As Jax glanced toward the picture whose centerpiece 
remained the stark wooden rack highlighted by the shimmer 
of moonlight through a long window and the golden haired 
boy that appeared almost fragile. While he knew the boy, 
the man was old enough and willing enough, he had to look 
away. Cocking his jaw, he fought a shiver. Why was his 
mouth suddenly dry? “I admire your work. It’s very sensual 
and captivating, full of passion.” 


“Allow me to introduce myself. | am Aleksandr Vasiliev.” 


Jax took his hand and instantly a trickle of electric heat 
pulsed through his body. “Jax Steele.” 


Aleksandr tilted his head. “I would say Detective that you 
are here for another reason than to admire my art, although 
| can tell by the level of heat rising in your body you are 
more than curious as to what | might be doing with these 
very delicious young men.” He moved very slowly to the 
side, allowing his gaze to travel across Jax’s pensive face. 
“Are you not?” 


Jax had to smile as he shook his head. “That obvious?” 


Aleksandr laughed, his husky voice cutting through the din 
of the soft strings of guitar. “I’ve been around the block 
more than once, Jax Steele. My art has brought you here for 
a reason and while the lovely lady that you were with earlier 
is certainly special to you, she does not approve of what | do 
and you’re not necessarily her type.” 


Her type? Jax was unsure of what to say. “She’s 
unaccustomed to such art forms | believe.” 


“Hmmm...she is afraid that you might enjoy without her.” 


Jax sighed and lifted his head. There was something so 
cunning about the man’s eyes as if he could look right 
through him into a soul that hungered. Craved. Not quite 
cold and calculating but Aleksandr Vasiliev’s dark and rather 
dangerous demeanor suggested a life well versed in the 
pleasures of many erotic acts. Jax looked away yet felt his 
continued gaze. “I do need to talk with you about some 
young men | believe may have modeled for you.” 


“As you can see Detective Jax Steele, | have a group of 
fans waiting for me to discuss future business but perhaps if 
you will stay, then we’ll go and have a drink together and l'II 
be happy to answer any questions you might have. Fair 
enough?” 


Jax nodded as Stuart beckoned for Aleksandr’s attention. 


“Very well detective. l'Il look for you soon enough. 
Pleasure yourself with my art as you see fit until | return.” 


Jax stared after the man as he glided through the crowd. 
Standing at least six foot four, Aleksandr’s broad shoulders 
filled the crisp linen ebony suit that shadowed his massive 
form even in the glimmering lighting. Somehow his long 
blond hair was captured and kissed by the warm ambient 
glow and as he turned to stare at Jax, the smile and his 
luminescent eyes glowed in a haunting shade of magenta. 
Jax shuddered and realized that the man, the artist could 
indeed be a monster. Every gut instinct he had told him 
there was something he was hiding; yet for some reason he 
felt he could trust Aleksandr. 


Chapter Six 


“I hope that you enjoyed yourself Detective Jax Steele in my 
absence.” Aleksandr’s quiet voice cut through the classic 
piano resonating though the thinning crowd. 


Jax opened his eyes feeling every tremor of Aleksandr’s 
deep baritone skating down his spine. “Yes, | must admit 
that studying your art has been fascinating. You have a 
great number of admirers and they seem to be filled with as 
much passion as your photographs. From what Stuart said 
earlier, you've already sold several pieces.” 


“I do have some wonderful fans and I’m grateful for every 
one of them. Without the love of the people, we are all lost. 
Would you not say that Detective Jax Steele?” He cocked his 
head allowing his gaze to filter toward the front door. 
“Come, let us how do you say, get out of here and grab a 
drink. There is a cozy bar across the courtyard where we 
won't be bothered and | realize you need information 
quickly.” 


A cool cookie. Jax nodded as Aleksandr moved quickly out of 
the back corner toward the front door with long strides, 
avoiding the remaining crowd. While he had waited less 
than an hour, Jax had grown weary from the time spent and 
from viewing the photographs. The pieces were a clear 
indication in his mind of Aleksandr’s desires and while he 
wasn’t judging, he wasn’t entirely sure what else the 
mysterious man behind his dark eyes. He followed closely 
behind as they walked across the bricks to the last corner 
bar on the block. The joint was filled with a floating haze, 
the no smoking ban didn’t seem to apply in the tiny location 


and as they glided in, the sent of stale cigarettes and beer 
assaulted his senses. He glanced at the dilapidated interior, 
his eyes narrowing on the craggy bartender and the 
weathered furniture. 


“Don’t look so surprised, Detective. I’m a man of many 
tastes and sometimes along with celebrity beget the need 
for anonymity. | value my private life tremendously and find 
out of the way bars where men and women neither care of 
my art or of my looks.” He glanced toward the bartender 
who nodded in return. “Come and sit, Detective. I'll tell you 
all you need to know.” Aleksandr loosened his tie as he sat 
down onto a wooden chair. 


Jax eased down and gathered his thoughts, waiting until the 
bartender hobbled toward them with two short glasses. 
Studying the brooding Russian, he found himself intrigued. It 
wasn’t that Aleksandr was conceited. It was more that he 
knew his place in society and like fine wine; all that turned 
their gaze on the man relished him. There was something 
Savage about the man and yet inviting in a sensuous way 
almost like playing a game of Russian Roulette. One could 
never know where you stood with such mystery. 


“I hope you enjoy cognac Detective and don’t worry, | won’t 
bite on the first meeting.” His chuckle rumbled throughout 
the space. 


“Please call me Jax.” He swallowed a large sip of the 
surprisingly smooth liquor and glanced away. 


Aleksandr tipped his glass. “Jax then. Please call me Aleks.” 
“How long have you been in Richmond, Aleks?” 


“I only arrived in your fair city about a year ago.” 


“And do you like what you’ve found?” 


“It is very pleasant although the increasing humidity bothers 
my senses.” 


“I can certainly understand if you’re from the Ukraine?” 
There was no doubt the man enjoyed teasing. 


Aleks sighed and swirled his drink while he kept his gaze 
locked onto Jax. “I’m originally from the Ukraine, yes and by 
way of living with my parents for many years in Berlin but | 
was educated in Oxford and taught some classes here in 
America so I’m intimately familiar with your culture, 
Detective Jax Steele. But not only did you already know that 
by the amount of checking into my past that you have done 
recently, you also didn’t simply find me to have your 
sometimes girlfriend endure an erotic event simply to ask 
me where | was from.” 


A shiver slid down his back as he gazed into Aleks’ eyes. 
The man could see through him as if he knew things and 
could sense every one of his dark desires and the thought 
was unnerving. “You’re right. You also spent time in Paris 
working for what | understand to be one of the more serious 
erotic painters and photographers in all of Europe before 
bringing your first show into New York City and Chicago and 
its my understanding that Stuart paid a significant price to 
lure you to taking a chance with a showing at his club in 
such a conservative atmosphere. You’ve never been married 
and have no children and from what | can tell, there is 
neither scandal that surrounds your life nor much 
information period that | could find. It’s almost as if you 
dropped into life approximately twenty years ago. Perhaps 
you're hiding from a difficult past that you want no part of 
and will not allow anyone into your life because of fear of 
being discovered. Am I not correct?” 


Aleks leaned forward slowly, cocking his head as his eyes 
glinted in the dim lighting. The tick-tocking of patrons 
milling about the space, talking in dulling conversations 
somehow quieted the room. “Touché dear Jax. Now please, 
tell me why you have sought me out.” 


“How do you select your models?” 


“Generally they hear of me through my agent and he makes 
arrangements for me to interview them. If they are what | 
desire, | hire them for limited engagements. Why are you 
asking? Has one of my men been involved in something 
illegal?” 


There was no way to tell by his eyes whether he was telling 
the truth and yet, there was a glimmer for just a moment as 
if the question troubled him. Jax sighed and sipped his drink 
calculating what he should tell him if anything. “You may 
have heard about two recent very brutal murders in the 
city.” 


“I must apologize Jax, I’ve been quite busy with the gallery 
showing and am unaccustomed to reading your city’s paper. 
Who has been murdered?” 


“Two young men.” 
“And you say brutally?” 


“Yes, sadly they were some of the most brutal slayings that | 
have seen in the city in years.” Jax studied Aleks and could 
detect honestly, however his dark eyes held some 
mysterious secret. 


Aleks leaned further forward, his golden locks feathering 
over the stained cheap wood. “Brutal? How brutal and what 
does that have to do with me?” 


“Heinous as in sexual in nature.” 


“I see. And for some reason you believe that because | 
photograph men in somewhat compromising erotic manners 
or as you would say kinky-in-nature positions depicting what 
the untrained eye would consider to be violent or barbaric, 
you believe somehow | had something to do with these 
killings, Detective?” A light snarl curled on his upper lip as a 
single hiss slid from his mouth. 


His words cut a slice through his system, sending another 
jolt of shivers racing through every blood cell in his body. 
The chill startled him. Jax tipped his head and eased 
forward, their noses now only two inches apart. “What | 
believe Aleksandr is that both of them had a direct 
connection to your studio and perhaps were both models 
that you’ve worked with recently for your showing. What | 
believe is that there’s a distinct possibility there are some 
things that you might know about the killings and are 
unsure of. What I know is that two men were ruthlessly 
murdered in their homes by something that could only be 
described as a savage animal. And while | appreciate your 
glowering attitude about this in the direct confrontation, | 
have a job to do.” 


They remained staring into each other’s eyes for several 
minutes until finally Aleks pulled back. A slight grin matched 
the twinkle in his eyes. “Very foreboding, Jax Steele. | can 
see you're very committed to your job. Unfortunately while 
you might believe that | would know easily all who work for 
me, the truth is that it’s impossible. For the number of 
photographs that you saw at the gallery this evening, 
hundreds, perhaps thousands more have been taken. I’ve 
been working on developing a following from the moment | 
arrived in your beautiful country as it is vital to me to have 
regular customers who sell my work by word of mouth. I’m 


not interested in going back to Europe you see. This is now 
my home now.” 


Jax tipped his glass. Nothing in his profile spoke of any 
outside activities other than his art but the cookie crumb 
was difficult to resist. “I need you to try and identify the 
men that were killed.” He slid the pictures from his coat 
jacket and handed them to Aleks as he watched every 
reaction. The man was as cool as a cucumber. 


Aleks studied both pictures for a time before his raised his 
head. “I’m sorry Detective truly but there is no way that | 
would know if either of these men were one of my models, 
my students. | hire many of the same look.” 


“One is blond and the other raven-haired.” 


“Ah, the yin and yang of my designs, my art, but they are 
beautiful, no?” 


Jax sighed and glanced down at the pictures. Both smiling 
faces were experiencing much happier times than having 
been slaughtered like an animal for some ungodly reason. 
“Do you keep records of whom you hire?” 


“Of course, Jax. I’m a business man and in good times | even 
pay taxes; however, I’ve worked with hundreds and some do 
not use their own names for reasons you can certainly 
understand.” His sultry laugh filtered through the bar 
causing the slim pickings of patrons to turn in their 
direction. 


“Then you can tell me if either of these men was in your 
employ at any time.” 


“If they used their real names then certainly | should be able 
to find them easily enough for you. If they did not, then it 


will take some time.” 


Jax tipped his drink back, allowing the rich liquid to slide 
down his throat, buying time. He needed to rattle the man’s 
cage. “Then perhaps you can give me a call tomorrow with 
the information.” 


“lII do one better, Detective Jax Steele. My studio is located 
not far from here. Not only do I keep all my business records 
there but | certainly have the proofs that may be able to 
shed some light on these two men.” 


“Proofs?” 


“As in my photography, Jax. | take many shots of the young 
treats and keep them for possible future use. My art knows 
no bounds, Detective. That must be something you’re 
already aware of.” Aleks stared into his eyes. “I assure you 
that they sign a release and are well paid for what they do 
for me.” 


Jax looked away. There was something about the way Aleks 
said the words that troubled him and yet he couldn’t put his 
finger on anything that was out of place. Instinct was giving 
him a clear warning. 


Moments ticked by as they both simply listened to the 
stuttering strains of the old jukebox attempting to belt out 
rattled chords of disco music. 


“Is there some reason that you’re uncomfortable around 
me, Jax? Or is it that you believe | have something to do 
with the murders?” 


“I’m simply trying to solve two gruesome murders.” His 
finger twitching, Jax swallowed as he gazed into Aleks’ eyes. 
While some said the eyes were the entrance to a man’s 


soul, in the Russian’s he saw nothing but blackness and 
every part of his body hungered for more. Sucking in his 
breath he looked away. 


“Detective, have | said something to offend you?” 


“I’m fine.” As a vision flashed in front of his eyes, Jax fought 
a moan that bubbled to his mouth. The images in dancing 
vibrant color marring his vision, suddenly echoes pulsed in 
his years, curdling his blood. 


“Detective.” His movements barely noticeable, Aleks 
reached over and placed his hand on top of Jax’s. 


A single whimper flowed past Jax’s lips. Every part of his 
body sizzled, his heart racing, as the image became a 
savage fantasy of two men embracing. 


KKK 


“Open your mouth and suck me,” Aleks cooed as he 
stroked Jax’s hair. 


Jax inched forward and took Aleks’ cock into his hands, 
caressing down the length of his shaft. 


“That’s it. Very nice.” Purring, Aleks pushed his hips 
forward, tempting his lover to taste. 


Wrapping his hand around the base Jax darted his tongue 
out and licked the tip of his cock, savoring the rich flavor of 
the man. Sighing, he closed his eyes and licked down slowly 
to the base as he stroked Aleks’ cock. 


“Ah yes, you’re very good my luscious detective. | could 
allow you to do this for a long time.” 


Taking first one ball and then the other into his mouth, Jax 
suckled the tender flesh. Removing the swollen sacs, a 
Slight pop fluttered between then. Licking up the underside 
of Aleks’ shaft, he blew a swath of hot air across his 
sensitive slit. 


“Tease me too long and you'll pay, dear boy.” Aleks’ 
timbre was laced with a dark promise. 


Every part of his body shaking with intense desire, Jax 
inserted just the tip into his mouth, swirling his tongue 
around in lazy circles. Going down an inch at a time, Jax 
closed his eyes and breathed in Aleks’ musky scent. 


Aleks pumped into his mouth, fucking him in long, 
deliberate drives as he tossed his golden locks back and 
forth, his actions growing more savage with each passing 
second. “Yes...yes...” His hiss barely audible, he jerked Jax’s 
head forward, impaling his mouth with the entire length of 
his cock. 


Startled, Jax forced his throat muscles to relax. 


In and out Aleks drove into his mouth, harder and faster 
until his breath came in scattered pants. “I...want...more...” 


Jax squeezed his jaw muscles, clenching tightly around his 
Shaft as his heart raced. 


“That’s enough. Now I’m going to fuck your ass.” Giving 
Jax no choice, Aleks jerked him up by his hair and growled. 
“You belong to me, now and forever. Do you understand?” 
Opening his mouth wide, Aleks snarled. 


As Jax gazed into eyes that glimmered brightly in the 
shadowed light, he could swear that he saw... 


KKK 


“Jax,” Aleks whispered as he squeezed Jax’s hand. 


Jax jumped. His heart racing, he licked his dry lips and 
panted. “What? What did you say?” Unable to concentrate, 
the vision faded but every frame stood out in his mind. 
Lifting his head, he stared into Aleks eyes. 


A smile curled across Aleks’ lips. 


As they remained quiet, Jax knew without a shadow of a 
doubt that Aleks had seen his vision and he knew that he 
was going straight to hell. Steeling his nerves, he nodded 
and broke the connection, sliding his arm back. “I’m fine. 
What were you saying?” 


Aleks hesitated and gazed down to Jax’s chest and back 
up, the smile remaining. “Then come with me to my studio. | 
believe you may find all that you seek there.” 


Jax blinked furiously and cut his glance toward Aleks, 
studying his blank stare and cold eyes, yet the shadowed 
mask was subtly hinting. Guiding. Aleksandr was issuing him 
a personal challenge. “Perhaps that would be an excellent 
idea Aleksandr if you have the time.” 


Aleks swirled his drink, taking the last sip and savoring 
every drop. “For you detective, | will make the time.” 


KKK 


Aleksandr studied Jax carefully as he poured them both a 
snifter of cognac. He didn’t need his keen senses to tell him 
how uncomfortable Jax was being in the studio. Seeing the 
sexy detective’s visions were certainly tasty and for some 
reason he knew that Jax would end up in his bed but could 
there be more? Jax’s musky scent of fear permeated the 
entire room, filling his nostrils and slicing an intense hunger 
down his spine. There was something about the fine 
detective that alluded sensuality. Not only was he stunning 
with his shoulder length raven hair and midnight blue eyes, 
his physique was almost carved perfection. There was no 
doubt about his six-pack abs that flowed into a slender waist 
and chiseled hipbones. For the first time in years his mouth 
watered. What troubled him was that he couldn’t put his 
finger on why the detective was going to play a distinct and 
important role in his life. Was this something Durac was 
masking? If so, why? 


“May I take a look around?” Jax asked, eyeing him 
cautiously. 


“Of course.” 


Aleks had enjoyed many men in his long life but this one 
was tempting to the point of losing control. As he watched 
Jax’s curious expression gazing from one photograph to the 
next, he could tell easily enough that he was fascinated by 
the bold designs. The grouping in vivid colors, the imagery 
was much more erotic and left nothing to the imagination 
and while most men would turn away, the good detective 
did not. No, in truth, Aleks sensed a fascination and a strong 
desire to learn more. Aleks knew he needed to go carefully. 
He was accustomed to murders surrounding him, but if the 
detective was accurate in the fact that two of his models 


had been brutalized, the sighting from before meant the war 
to regain his soul was a serious threat and one that he could 
no longer avoid. There was nowhere left to run. Aleks sighed 
and remembered the graphic and over indulgent horrors 
about his previous life. The wretched decades spent with a 
true monster masking as a teacher had taught him too 
many things about what he did not want to become and 
even though his soul was damned to an eternity of fire and 
brimstone, he refused to become a beast. He fought the 
seething rage that had settled into his loins and turned his 
attention back to the man that sizzled before him, a true 
innocent and one who hungered for possibly a taste of the 
darkest side of man. 


“Will cognac be to your liking, Jax?” 


Jax turned his gaze slowly and nodded as he filtered 
through the stack of photographs. “You didn’t want these for 
your showing?” 


Aleks handed him a glass allowing their fingers to touch 
and an instant quiver rippled through his body that he was 
unaccustomed to. “The showing at the gallery was specified 
styles and these pieces were commissioned but some of my 
friends in Germany. l'Il be shipping them off next week after 
payment has been received.” 


“How much does one of these go for?” 


Aleks smiled and allowed his eyes to travel down the 
length of the good detective’s body. Jax’s blush at his 
blatant sexual gaze was his reward. 


“If that question is too personal | apologize.” 


“Nothing is too personal with me dear Jax, nothing and to 
answer your question, these pieces sell for five thousand of 


your American dollars.” 


Jax choked on the rich brandy and turned to gaze at each 
picture again as he wiped the liquid from his mouth. 
“Really? There is such a market for erotic art?” 


“There is a market for erotic art Detective Steele and this 
is art in the purest form to some. Does it truly make you 
that uncomfortable or is it perhaps that you’re more 
fascinated by the content than you would allow yourself to 
believe?” 


“l...1 don’t understand.” 


Aleks moved closer, crowding his space as the scent of his 
woodsy cologne fluttered across his face. He sighed and 
cocked his head studying his eyes as they twinkled in the 
almost luminescent glow from the moon and the ambient 
lighting as it danced across the wood floor. Aleksandr 
realized that he was turned on as hell and while the thought 
of a single taste of his blood nearly brought him to a carnal 
act, it was the delicious realization that Jax Steele was 
hungry as well that sizzled his blood. Inching closer, he 
leaned forward, allowing his golden locks to fall against Jax’s 
shoulder. “I believe you do, Detective. | believe you're 
thirsty for something that has always been with you Jax and 
something you've not allowed yourself to enjoy.” 


Jax shuffled yet remained where he was staring at the 
photo with glassy eyes. 


Encouraged, Aleks moved around him slowly as he 
whispered, his voice husky from desire. “And | believe that 
you finally realized you need something much darker than 
your normal vanilla laced world, a world where possibilities 
are endless and a man can have all that he desires. | believe 
you hunger for a taste of something almost sinful to you and 


yet it captivates your very being. Are you yet ready good 
detective to take another step and one that will bring you 
some of the greatest satisfaction in your life?” 


Jax shivered visibly. 


As he took a long sip of his drink, he could feel Jax’s blood 
racing throughout his system as his heart thumped in a 
ragged fashion. His breath became shallow sending tiny 
pulses coursing from his mouth. The man was indeed 
curious yet terrified and Aleks realized his own needs were 
closely edging to the boiling point. This man was more than 
just a snack. 


Jax cocked his jaw and raised his glass yet he didn’t take a 
single taste. Instead he inched back from the magical hold 
and swallowed hard. “Aleksandr, can we please look at your 
records to determine if either Greg or Brent was ever in your 
employ? | have my office checking payment records but-“ 


“Not only do some of the models not use their real identity 
Jax, but many times | paid them in cash. Many of the models 
simply want extra money for their tricks and treats and | 
don’t mind paying them in cash as long as I have a 
gentleman's agreement with them. That being said 
detective, | do account for the monies paid as my 
accountant has a strangle hold on my finances.” 


“This isn’t about money or your finances, this is about a 
murder investigation.” 


“I’m well aware of that. I’m simply trying to help you 
understand that some of my young men do not want their 
identities known and | respect that.” 


Jax sighed and gazed blankly at the single picture. “You 
said tricks and treats. Are we talking drugs? Is the reason 


that you don’t confirm their identities is because you use 
models who skate under the law?” 


“No!” Aleks roared and immediately grew surprised at the 
level of his anger. He brushed his hand through his hair and 
eyed Jax with steel cold eyes. He was a patient man, a 
consummate professional given his true self and yet the 
anger boiled within him. “While | sense a certain level of 
disapproval for what | do along with your blatant need to 
experience something more than your vanilla laced life, | 
assure you that I’m a businessman first and a purveyor of all 
things delicious second and a distant second | might add. | 
will under no circumstances tolerate my models being 
involved with drugs or any illegal activities. If | find one that 
is a user, they are banished completely and forever.” 


“Completely and forever is harsh, Aleks.” 


He laughed, the husky timbre slicing into the room. There 
was something about the sexy detective that fueled every 
ounce of his desires, his passions and yet the man infuriated 
him. “It is dear friend, it is. AS you can imagine, l'm a 
foreigner in a foreign land and | need to be very careful with 
my business practices.” Stalking toward his bank of 
cabinets, Aleks set his glass down. The thud reverberated 
throughout the room. 


“I wasn’t trying to insult you, Aleksandr but you have to 
understand that there have been two brutal murders 
committed and the crimes are quite savage. | need to 
explore every opportunity and every avenue to not only to 
understand what I’m dealing with but also to allow me to 
locate this monster before he strikes again. You’re the single 
connection or possible connection that I’ve been able to 
find. Forgive me for not being as sensitive as you might 
need.” 


Aleks eyed his stance, now riding with not only a bit of 
rugged disdain but his conviction suited him well. “Very 
well, detective. Tell me their names again so that | may take 
a look through my records. The majority of the boys are 
simply interested in extra money. Only a few go on to 
pursue a career.” 


“Greg Barnes and Brent Taylor. Interesting. I’m curious. 
Can you build a career being this type of model?” 


He kept his gaze on Jax as he flipped through his 
computer. “Are you truly that naive, detective?” Aleks 
sighed. Dealing with Americans was truly disconcerting. 
“I’ve worked with many a boy over the last several months 
and while Brent looks familiar, he also looks like dozens of 
others.” His single white lie was that he wasn’t involved with 
their identities or could care less. His accountant was also 
his business manager and handled the introductions 
completely from a blind ad placed. While Aleks had the final 
say, his accountant weaned the crowd down from a roar to a 
dull whisper. What he was forwarded was their entire bio 
and headshot. 


“What about the pictures you say you keep?” 


Aleks chuckled. “That will take some time to go through. 
Between the ones | hire and the creatures that long to 
become famous, there are thousands.” 


“Aleks, who is this person?” 


Finding nothing that he believed would help the 
investigation, he eased back toward Jax and the picture in 
question. “It’s a favorite piece of work that | completed and 
one from his first month in the city.” He gazed longingly at 
the almost angelic face of the boy and yet a man and 
sighed. They had been lovers for a time until what he was 


as a monster interfered. “He was a favorite of mine and at 
one time a man | considered a friend. He will forever be one 
of my biggest finds here in town and sadly he was what you 
would call snapped up by an agency in New York, hence the 
fact that erotic art does indeed aid in making a career. He 
was delicious to work with.” Licking his lips across his 
emerging canines, Aleks stared at the stunning black and 
white piece knowing it was one of his finest creations. 
Strapped and laid spread eagle on a hard steel table, the 
boy’s golden hair framed an almost angelic face that didn’t 
match the extreme level of masculinity that sculpted every 
inch of his carved body. A huge mistake, it was one he never 
forgave himself for. Turning away, he snarled and clenched 
his fist. 


“The shot is...well, it’s very...” 


“Seductive, Jax? Is the shot so horrific yet enticing that 
your heart pulses with need, your body famished with 
desire?” 


Swallowing hard, Jax stole a glance in Aleks direction 
before clearing his throat. “It is...haunting. This boy is into 
this level of pain?” 


“He was and is into making money detective and before 
you ask, he’s very heterosexual. The point of my work is to 
invite criticism and provide in shadowed detail something 
that | find all humans crave.” 


“That’s a very interesting way of stating the meaning of 
your dark art, Aleks.” 


Aleks chuckled. Sparring with the good detective was 
entertaining but he was growing thirsty. “I provide 
entertainment and joy, nothing more and nothing less.” 


“Do you have relationships with your models, Aleks?” 


Somehow the question surprised him. Detective Jax Steele 
might prove to be formidable but was he an advisory or 
something else? “Allow me to be very clear here, Detective 
Steele. I’m a man who hungers for all creations that are 
delicious and desirable and yes, have | had relations with 
some of my students if you will? | have. As I’m sure you’ve 
found out in your investigation about me, I’m bi-sexual in 
nature if you need to place a label on my sexual orientation 
but in truth, | seek out beauty and extreme sensuality in all 
creatures no matter the sex or color. When | find such a 
being, I’m very attracted to them and yes, | partake in 
enjoying their bodies and their minds not only for artistic 
purposes. | assure you that they enjoy what I can give them 
and some hunger for more.” Aleks moved to within three 
inches of Jax, allowing the heat of his body to wrap around 
the man. He could sense Jax’s growing curiosity and his 
insatiable need. 


Jax closed his eyes, his grip tightening on the crystal. He 
shook his head back and forth as if forcing the cobwebs of 
raging desire back from his mind. “I didn’t mean to 
insinuate that you were doing anything inappropriate.” He 
turned his head toward a selection of photos grouped 
together in a large bin yet his breathing remained ragged, 
hoarse. 


Aleks knew that the detective was on edge. His mind 
raced with certain possibilities. He wanted a taste of the 
handsome officer. Even the scintillating thought of taking a 
man in his position was dangerous. He never tasted 
someone of any means or position in the cities he lived fora 
reason. Anonymity was an absolute. He’d learned that the 
hard way. “I understand that Jax.” The velvety pulse of his 
voice traveled down the length of Jax’s body and for a sheer 


moment, Aleks knew what the stunning man wanted and 
what he refused to allow himself to enjoy. He brushed his 
fingers across the heat of his neck, allowing his fingertips to 
relish in the feel of Jax’s skin, rugged and yet somehow 
laced with a delicious creaminess that was somehow 
difficult to find in America. This time it was easy to read his 
mind. Shimmers skated down his spine. 


Jax shivered. “I need to know, Aleks.” 


There was no doubt he was taking a significant risk with 
the man but his own raging desires threatened to consume 
his rationality. Aleks was quite frankly as starved as he’d 
ever been for a man and wanted nothing more than to sink 
his cock and his teeth into his tender flesh. Nearly blinded 
by his insatiable hunger, he pressed his body, his cock into 
Jax sending trickles of heat dancing across their combined 
Skin as the moment became a quiet hint of things perhaps 
yet to come. 


Jax moaned, his scattered breathless voice barely audible 
and the tiny pulse just heard above the slight strains of jazz 
music ebbing from the distant stereo. 


Aleks could easily place a trance over the man but he 
knew instinctively there was simply no need. The hunger 
raged within the man welling to the surface and begging for 
release. He slid his hand down and across Jax’s waist, easing 
Jax’s ass into his throbbing cock as he slowly lowered his 
head sending a single dart of his tongue over the sizzling 
heat of his flesh. Aleks froze realizing the utter taste of the 
man something he hadn’t experienced in too many years. 
There had only been one with some a sweet ambrosia and 
the beautiful delicious creature was long gone. He shivered 
as the memory became bitter sweet and brushed his hand 
down the back of Jax’s thigh. It was at that moment a 


sudden thought stilled him. No, it can’t be. Blinking, he 
resisted the thought. He couldn’t go through this again. 


Jax breathed in and out, his breathing labored as he closed 
his eyes. 


Aleks wrapped his fingers around Jax’s hip bone and 
pulled the man tightly against his erection, caressing as he 
nipped Jax’s earlobe, drawing a single drop of blood. 
Savoring the taste of the man, the beast within woke and 
hungered. “Jax... Tell me what you want and what you 
crave.” 


Jax swallowed as his hand fluttered out, the glass shaking 
in his grip. “l...um...1...” 


“Tell me what you desire.” 
Jax shuddered, his body nestling into Aleks’ chest. 


Aleks stroked Jax’s thick erection through his jeans and 
inhaled. The scent of sex and a familiar yet distant smell 
filtered into his nostrils. “Let me pleasure you.” His voice 
raspy, Aleks’ canines pulsed past his gums. This mortal 
would belong to him. 


“No, 1...1...” Unable to finish, Jax shook his head. His legs 
Shaky, Jax eased away and stared across the bank of 
paintings hanging on the far wall. He edged toward them 
studying each one carefully yet his body betrayed him, 
quaking back and forth. 


Aleks followed watching Jax’s eyes turn glassy as they 
moved from one to another picture. Sighing, the moment 
was lost but the understanding lingered and the reason for 
Durac’s presence was solidified. “I see you enjoy my 
paintings as well.” 


Jax said nothing for several seconds until he finally turned 
and cocked his jaw. “You’re a man of many talents.” 


What was it exactly that Jax was seeing? It was interesting 
that Jax could hide his thoughts to some degree from him 
but certainly not his emotions. Fascinating. The quiet pause 
sent shivers into Aleks. He hadn’t experienced such need 
fluctuating inside a man in far too long. The utter taste of 
Jax’s fear and trepidation was too delicious to resist. “Tell 
me.” His low range emitted authority and possession and at 
that very moment Aleks wanted nothing else but to possess 
the man he would have as a lover. While the detective was 
clearly putting up every roadblock, pushing his advances 
away mentally and physically, Jax’s interest was peaking. 
“Come with me, detective. | want to show you something. 
This may help you understand what | do. | can tell easily 
enough you're very curious.” It wasn’t a request and both of 
them knew that instinctively. Aleks moved to where few 
visited and fewer returned. 


Jax said nothing as he followed. 


Yet Aleks was well aware of his questions. Leading the 
detective into the very soul of his kinky world, his need 
roared. Tamping back the beast he sauntered toward the 
very heart of his soul. He had carefully designed the space 
to accommodate his seductive and very secluded tastes and 
those of his lovers and while he had only selected two 
before to see the dazzling space, he realized what this 
would mean to Jax and that he was risking his very life 
showing an unknown man his world. He sighed as he 
unlocked the final door and led them both into the darkened 
space. Lifting his hand, a warm glow filtered into the room 
highlighting what had been his life for two centuries. Aleks 
glanced across at his beloved toys and smiled. The other 
room held props only. His torture chamber of sorts had 


taken him years to select and perfect. What he needed was 
a suitable mate. 


“Why did you bring me here?” His voice strangled, Jax 
barely inched into the room. 


“Two reasons dear detective. To show you what you crave 
to know and learn and to enable you to see what I’m about.” 


“| don’t understand.” 


“Yes, | believe you do.” Aleks moved forward into the room 
and turned. “Yes Detective Steele, you do. You want to learn 
about this lifestyle so you can solve this heinous crime, do 
you not?” 


“| have no idea what seeing equipment meant to torture 
people has to do with the case other than if you are the 
murderer. Are you a Sadist, Aleks? Are you capable of 
slaughtering people?” 


Aleks folded his arms and laughed. “You have a lot to 
learn Detective and the question is one you’re required to 
ask me. You know instinctively I’m not a killer. | value human 
life. | value what man can show me. This monster you seek 
is no doubt a sick man, or person. Can you tell me more of 
what he or she has done so that | may guide you in the 
black arts?” 


“Black arts?” Jax ventured further into the room. Licking 
his lips, he gazed across the entire periphery until he 
glanced into Aleks’ eyes. 


“You mentioned the killings were sexual in nature.” 


“| did but I’m not at liberty to tell you anything, Aleks. You 
must understand that.” 


“I’m not asking you for details of the individual cases, Jax. 
I’m asking you why you believe the heinous murders are 
sexual in nature and why you believe they have something 
to do with me? While you seem to assume there may be a 
connection with the two men who were killed and my art, 
there’s something more you're seeking answers for. I’m 
showing you my world and what | crave to satisfy your 
curiosity.” 


Jax walked further into the room, moving between the 
tables meant for discipline and confinement. Brushing his 
hand across the steel leg of St. Christopher’s cross, he 
Shivered visibly before jerking back. 


Aleks smiled as he enjoyed Jax’s reactions. “What I’m 
saying to you detective is that the majority of men and 
women interested in the illustrious forms of S and M aren't 
killers. This art is about trust and a high level of it Jax. | 
certainly don’t know what has been done to your victims but 
| suspect they have nothing to do with this lifestyle.” 


“Have you had any threats lately, Aleks?” 


The question was another one that caught him off guard. 
“Why should | have threats detective?” 


“Because of what you do.” 


“What | do? Should | grow angry because of your 
insinuations detective? You’re not a stupid man.” Aleks 
inched forward and moved directly in front of Jax, blocking 
his view of the spanking bench. It was time to push the 
envelope. The man would not come easily into his fold. He 
turned his gaze down toward him, slicing his eyes across 
Jax’s face. Aleks took a single finger and traced it across the 
heat of his neck, circling over and across as he inched 


forward. There was no doubt that Jax was turned on by the 
growing bulge throbbing between his legs. 


Jax sighed and licked his lips as his lashes fluttered open 
and closed across his cheek. 


Aleks lowered his head and pressed his lips against Jax’s, 
darting his tongue across the seam of his mouth. Tasting the 
man sent an electric shock into his system. For his kind 
there were few humans that mattered and fewer of his kind 
still that would risk everything for a chance at a life with a 
single person. There were far too many complications 
involved to seek out a human unless they were exactly the 
correct mate and one who could produce needed children 
for their race through a surrogate. Hissing, Aleks hadn’t 
thought of the old ways in long enough he’d forgotten many 
aspects of his teachings. Or perhaps he’d run far enough 
away that humanity was returning. Either way what he was 
considering was dangerous and yet he couldn’t resist. 
Feathering his fingers down Jax’s shoulders, Aleks brushed 
them over Jax’s taut nipples and down to the carve of his 
waist. Aleks forced his tongue past his lips to taste the very 
essence of his life as Aleks drew Jax’s body in tightly against 
his. 


Jax shivered, his legs quivering against Aleks’. 


Aleks glided his hand down to cup his cock, throbbing 
easily against the tight material. The taste was like no other 
man he had ever had before, musky yet a touch sweet. 
Tangy. His raging need nearly swallowed his system and he 
could easily take the man both sexually and for food. As his 
canines ruptured from his aching gums and his blazing 
cravings forced him back from the sensual kiss, he grunted, 
willing control. If he took the man now, Jax would forever be 
lost to him. Aleks knew he could be patient with this one but 


he grazed his hand back and forth across his shaft relishing 
in the feel of his massive erection and sighed. “You'll be 
mine one day detective and whether you know that now or 
not, you shall be and together, we will grow into forever.” 


Chapter Seven 


Jax sat outside his house in the dark, nestled into the jeep 
for a long time shaking. He leaned his down to the steering 
wheel, tapping his forehead gently against the hard leather 
and wondered what in the hell was wrong with him. Even at 
that moment he tingled from desire and for a man. 
Mortified, he began methodically beating his forehead 
against the wheel praying to God the entire event had been 
nothing more than a terrible nightmare. Had the man’s hand 
been firmly grasping his cock? Had they actually kissed? 
The vague rumblings of nausea welled within him forcing a 
deep ragged sigh. Holy shit he was going to barf. Fumbling 
with the door, he barely managed to get it open before he 
retched bile onto the gravel driveway. Stars fluttered across 
his vision as the ragged and almost violent heaving nearly 
dragged him out the door. 


He hung his head low as his stomach revolted from what 
seemed like years of food and drink. The now bitter taste of 
cognac added to the vile taste of his vomit and together the 
disgusting fragrance was too overpowering. Hissing, Jax 
willed his stomach to stop reeling as the beads of 
perspiration dripped down from his nose popping tiny 
droplets onto the ground. He could almost swear he heard 
every pulse from his heart and blood cells racing through his 
system. Damn it he was pathetic! 


Leaning back onto the headrest as his pulse slowly began 
its decent into a calmer state, Jax brushed his mouth with 
the back of his hand. Generally calm and collected in every 
situation, his shaking hands pissed him off. This was 
ridiculous. How could he have gotten himself into the 
situation? He felt another rumble in his stomach and was 
determined to make it inside the house. Grabbing his cell 


phone, Jax bolted out of the car, leaving his briefcase in the 
car. There was no need to try and do a damn bit of work as 
he felt kicked by a mule. 


By the grace of God he managed to make it inside. 
Slamming his hand against the wall switch, he squinted as 
the piercing light sliced through his eyes. “Fuck!” Jax 
stumbled into the kitchen, jerked open the refrigerator door 
and grabbed a beer. Twisting off the top, he carelessly 
pitched the metal into the sink, concentrating on the subtle 
ping as it hit the ceramic side. Leaning against the counter, 
he took a long pull on the cold malt as he stared at the back 
wall. The sounds of the refrigerator cutting on and off in an 
aimless pattern was somehow comforting. Clicking and 
spinning noises mixed almost perfectly with the ragged 
beating of his heart like a frenetic disco beat. It was at that 
moment another violent wave of nausea skated across his 
system. He barely made it into the small hall bathroom 
before the dry heaves forced him to his knees. 


And from somewhere the utter amazing realization that he 
could barely deny flowed into his brain sending visions of a 
single moment in time flashing like the GAF view master 
he’d so loved as a kid. The somewhat dull yet entrancing 
colors had always captured his attention and his 
imagination soared. A single tear edged past his eyelids. 
Wiping furiously, he scuttled back from the toilet, his back 
slamming against the cabinet. Jax remained still for several 
moments remembering the taste of Aleks’ lips, tangy and 
inviting. 


“No...no!” He struggled to stand as another vision 
reminded him of what he was supposed to be doing. “The 
painting.” Shuddering, he tried to focus. “Of course. Where 
the hell is my bloody mind with this?” The painting was not 
damning but the memory of the shadowed tattoo was 


something else entirely. Was it a carving of something 
perhaps ancient? Perhaps the piece of art was almost a 
cathartic piece to the puzzle. It was definitely put there to 
tease the police. Why the hell hadn’t he taken a closer look 
at the thing when he was there “Oh you bet.” Suddenly Jax 
knew the killer was laughing at his entire department for 
being so stupid. He scrambled out of the bathroom and 
grabbed his beer. 


The damn carvings had to be a detail that mattered. The 
distinct colorful tattoo was nothing that he’d ever seen 
before and while crude in nature, it was indeed also a sign 
and way too coincidental and while his instincts said that 
Aleksandr was probably not the killer, he was dead in the 
middle of everything. Perhaps there was a vendetta against 
him because of his art. That would certainly make sense but 
why target two people that obviously didn’t model for a 
living? There was no doubt in his mind that it meant 
something that pertained to the murders. He was too busy 
with his head stuck up his ass to pay close enough attention 
while he was in the studio. Yet the vision of the almost 
Indian like carving was one he would not soon forget. 


His laptop was well used and certainly not very powerful 
but he’d gathered information about too many murders in 
the past three years to put it out to pasture. He rubbed his 
hand across the silver case and smiled. “Old faithful.” 
Flipping on the switch, he also turned on music for comfort. 


KKK 


Aleks stood staring out the window and allowed the 
memories to flow. Stretching his jaw, his canines ached with 
need. The burning hunger that raced through his body was 


heightened by the moments with the sensuous detective. 
He tipped his head back and stared into the soft warmth of 
the moonlight. He would be well fed that night but somehow 
having such a wildcat in his bed was not the same. 
Famished, he gazed at his watch. It wouldn’t be long until 
she arrived. Glancing down at the picture, he shook his 
head. What the good detective could never know was that 
he never forgot his subjects. Each one of them tasted too 
fine, too delicious. 


He stared at the boy yet a man and thought about just 
how skittish he’d been during the shoot. In truth, Aleks has 
wanted Greg Barnes to pose with another boy but he’d been 
too jittery and completely ruined the first shoot. The single 
reason Aleks had given the kid another shot was the way 
the boy cooed up to him. Pathetic after his earlier behavior 
but then again, Greg reminded Aleks of someone from his 
past. 


As he pressed his finger between his lips, he remembered 
the taste of the boy fondly. His blood had been silky sweet 
and Aleks had almost taken him sexually as well but 
refrained given he boy’s pension for hysteria. “Oh sweet 
Greg, monsters do exist in this bleak world and it doesn’t 
matter where you hide or how far you run, there’ll always be 
the one that will go to the ends of the earth looking to steal 
your very soul. It’s best that you didn’t find out how many 
horrors there truly are lest you forget about your level of 
humanity. In truth, it’s best that you were taken before it 
was too late.” Sadly, there were only so many he could 
resist and fewer he could save. 


He thought about his past and all the teachings Durac had 
drilled into his system. Vampires were meant to rule certain 
aspects of the world and not just at night. While they had 
Originally been created as caretakers of the forest and 


fields, an ancient curse forced them to feed first off the 
blood of animals and then humans. As the curse progressed 
factions split the once powerful family into two and through 
centuries of fighting several rituals were born. The ancient 
passages spoke of a time when they must work together 
assuming their rightful place and heal the strife or they 
would all perish. It was believed that Aleksandr was the one 
meant to lead them into the next millennium. 


Laughing, he palmed the glass window and shook his 
head. How many years had he fought to leave his 
homeland, refusing to believe and refusing to give a damn 
about the infighting? Perhaps it was the tortured behavior 
by one meant as his teacher who turned into a cruel 
taskmaster and dominator forcing Aleks into a level of 
sexual servitude that shaped his entire life. He refused to 
give into the ancestry and now the entire concept was on 
his doorstep. Blood was flowing as anticipated. Staring down 
at his hands, he wondered if he would succumb to the needs 
more and more. Maybe the writings were correct and he was 
nothing but a monster after all. 


There were no coincidences in the world of night 
creatures. That he did adhere to. Aleks had no doubt Jax 
Steele was a catalyst and could lose his life. Aleks only 
wondered whether it would be by his hands. 


A light rap on the door dragged him out of his loathsome 
past. With a simple move of his wrist, Aleks opened the door 
allowing it to swing lightly barely grazing against the jamb. 
Many of his powers stripped after years of non use, there 
were a few party tricks as Felicity called them he continued. 
They amused him if nothing else. Aleks smiled as she glided 
in, her long hair unbound like the unbridled woman he’d 
known in a carnal manner for he entire year he’d been in 
Richmond. Felicity was stunning as a true Amazon with long 


Shapely legs and a small waist and while there was little soft 
about the woman, she was indeed tasty. 


“I was surprised you called me. | thought perhaps you 
were busy with your little boys.” Cooing, she gave Aleks a 
Saucy smile as she kicked out her leg. 


Gazing down the length, he admired the beautiful 
creature; thankful he could enjoy both sexes. Aleks laughed 
and crooked his finger. “Come.” 


“Hmmm...why should | after the treatment you gave me?” 
Swaying her hips back and forth, Felicity pulsed her finger in 
and out of her mouth, sucking loudly for effect. 


“Naughty. If you must know, I was very hungry luv and in 
need and there are times | grow weary of having to deal 
with children.” 


Hands on her hips, she moved toward him, her hair 
swaying behind in a golden mane. Lips pursed, she exuded 
sex appeal and the air of being kinky and dangerous. “Just 
how hungry are you tonight, lover?” 


Aleks tipped his head to gaze down into Felicity’s sultry 
eyes. Her grin nothing short of mischievous, his cock 
twitched in anticipation. “Allow me to think, woman.” The 
only human that knew of his true identity, their playtime 
was generally extraordinary and highly erotic. He flopped 
into his leather chair too tired to prepare their usual games. 
“Come and l'Il decide what | want.” 


She inched forward slowly with cat like motions until she 
was Standing barely six inches from him. “What will you 
have me do?” The purr husky and barely audible, she 
leaned forward allowing her tresses to float across his skin. 


Aleks feathered his fingers through her locks finally 
wrapping several strands around his hand and forcing her 
down to her knees. “A little pleasure first before | feed.” 


Cooing, Felicity reached for him, her lithe fingers brushing 
across his erection. “I see you're in need. Allow me to 
pleasure you.” Unzipping and unfolding the dense material 
of his jeans, she eased his throbbing cock out, caressing 
tenderly as she lifted her head and smiled. “I think you’ve 
been famished for far too long and I’ve missed this delicious 
little candy stick.” Darting out her tongue, she slid the tip 
over and across the sensitive slit as her fingers danced 
down across the underside to cup and squeeze his balls. 


Aleks kept his hand buried in her silky locks as her mouth 
teased and licked. Lolling his head back from the shiver of 
rapture that already threaded into his system, he panted, 
the hunger building. 


Purring, she suckled the tip, her tongue tracing circle after 
circle lavishing his thick muscle. Up and down her fingers 
moved, caressing and kneading while she took him in inch 
by inch and then back out to press tiny kisses and then 
down again. 


“You're a tease tonight my little vixen and you know what 
| can do with naughty little girls.” 


Felicity responded by gripping him tightly and raking her 
nails down the sensitive underside to his balls. As the first 
drops of pre-cum floated across the opening like sinful pearl 
beads, she lapped them hungrily, her soft moans becoming 
ragged whispers. 


Aleks closed his eyes as the woman worked and played. 
Women tasted so much differently than a man. He craved 
the flavor of both and while he enjoyed the hard bodies of 


men, women were pleasurable in a different fashion. The 
luscious creature was softer and yet her muscles were 
practiced and drove him wild with pleasure. “Yes, suck me 
woman. Mmmm...” Groaning, he lifted her head until just 
the tip was inside her hot wet mouth and then forced it back 
down to take more of him. He loved for a woman to drink his 
essence just before he drank hers and the erotic 
combination drove his beast into a heightened state of 
sizzling need. Every blood cell seared with raging desire as 
her fingers and mouth tasted and sipped. 


“You taste so delicious.” Felicity took him down further 
and back out and down again until her rhythm picked up to 
a frenetic state, her hunger growing, her need unsatisfied. 


Aleks grabbed her hair now forcing her down almost 
savagely. Pulsing her up and down on the length of his cock, 
he threw his head back allowing the wild abandon of his 
sexual urges to overtake his thirst and yet, waiting was 
sheer agony. He moaned and thrust her up and down 
harder, pitching his dick into the back of her mouth. Able to 
take every inch of his long thick shaft, her tongue worked in 
a perfect orchestration with the heat of her warm mouth to 
set every one of his nerves on fire, a raging consumption 
that brought the beast to the surface. 


Felicity struggled to hold his legs down as she continued 
her wild mission, allowing her mouth to be fucked brutally. 
Her moans mixed with his and she squeezed his balls 
roughly, drawing his seed from the base of his shaft to the 
tip. “Mmm...” 


Aleks roared, his motions becoming barbaric as he 
pummeled his cock in and out of her mouth forcing 
strangled cries. “God...yes...suckK me woman...oh...yes!” The 
climax would not be stopped nor would it slow. The eruption 


brimming from the very depth of his being, he rose from the 
soft leather, using his legs to drive into her harder, faster 
and deeper into her mouth. 


Felicity took all of him as his hot cum flowed inside and 
down the back of her throat, she sucked him with her 
tongue savoring and tasting. Licking until he grunted, she 
lapped him ferociously, her fingers caressing and kneading. 
Barely able to keep her body on the ground as Aleks drew 
her body up, pummeling in deeper, she whimpered. 


“Fuck!” His fangs erupted fully dancing past his open 
mouth and grazing against his swollen ruby lips as he fell 
back against the back of the chair, his breath ragged. 
“Aaaaarrrrrggggghhh!” His animalistic grunts cascaded 
throughout the room, echoing against the backdrop of their 
lust until he grabbed her head, this time to stop the roaring 
rapture that shattered his last resolve. 


He had to taste her, to ravage her body before he could 
no longer hold back the monster that he had been for 
centuries. 


She moaned and clung to him, slathering him with wild 
cat-like motions, savoring every drop and licking him clean. 
Purring, she wrapped her hand around his cock, pumping 
the base as she continued suckling, her hands kneading his 
Shaft with wild abandon. 


“No, | must taste you before | feed. You Know what | 
crave.” Pushing her head away, Aleks gazed down into her 
lust filled eyes. Felicity was beautiful in her own right and 
yet the woman knew no bounds with sex. She would allow 
him to fuck her, whip her, chain her and abuse her yet she 
never complained. The time he had almost drained her of 
her life and a forced decision was close at hand, she had 


simply smiled at him, her translucent hand fluttering to 
brush across his heat filled face, fresh from the pulse of her 
very life. It was on that day that he knew if he could love a 
woman, she would be the one. 


Yet she remained only a delicious cookie flavoring of what 
he truly needed in a soul mate and she didn’t mind being 
his toy. He drew her to her feet and ripped the skirt from her 
quivering body. “You smell delicious tonight darling and | 
plan on ravaging your sweet pussy. Tell me that you don’t 
mind.” 


Purring, Felicity smiled down at him, her lips swollen from 
engorging on his cock and brushed the wet tendrils back 
from her glistening face. “I want...so many...things, Aleks. 
God, | wish you would...fuck me hard. | crave you... 
hunger...” Unable to finish as the pure lust of need 
sweltered over her body forcing goose bumps to rise from 
the chill of his breath, she licked her lips and thrust her 
pelvis forward in a wicked offering to the man and the 
vampire that she knew so well. “Please...” 


Aleks snarled, his fangs hovering near the flesh of her 
belly and drank in the strong feminine fragrance that was so 
uniquely hers, a slice of tangerine and a hint of pure musk. 
She was in heat and in need and the very essence of what 
she longed for wafted across his senses forcing his canines 
to press outward. Tilting his head he eyed the level of 
ecstasy that was already taking over her body and darted 
his tongue to glaze a swipe across the black lace of her 
thong. The single taste of her nearly drove him wild. 


Her nails clawed into his shoulders, the grip deathlike as 
she stared down at him and pursed her lips. “Please take 
me. Lick me. | need you.” 


Leaning forward, he grabbed the tiny slip of material and 
jerked his hand, sending the lace to the floor in tatters. 


Shivering, Felicity moaned as she threw her head back 
and pressed her hips into his face begging him to taste her. 


Aleks growled and raked his fangs down from the heat of 
her belly to the edge of her hipbone and across to the other, 
drawing a single drop of blood in the slow process. With just 
the tip of his tongue, he trickled the tiny bead across his 
tongue, relishing in the sweet coppery flavor of her being. 
He had almost forgotten how sweet a woman could taste. 
“Every part of your body, your flesh reminds of the sweetest 
cotton candy and | have a true penchant for something so 
delicious. | don’t Know how long | can hold off before | feed 
from your creamy thigh.” 


“I,..don’t care. |...please Aleks, take me!” Panting, she 
opened her legs in a brazen offering. 


He dipped his head, his tongue slicing into her moist heat, 
circling her swollen clit in lazy circle after circle as he fought 
to control ripping into her flesh. The amazing aroma of her 
candied pussy juice, honey and ambrosia drove him wild 
and he became lost in the moment. 


Felicity whimpered and brushed her hands through his 
golden locks, drawing him closer to her slickened cunt. “Oh 
yes, sweet Jesus yes.” The laugh low and throaty, her eyes 
rolled into the back of her head as he sipped her cream. 


Using the entire length of his tongue, he swept from the 
top of her burning clit to the base, darting his tongue in and 
out of her pussy as her muscles struggled to grab onto the 
invasion. Jerking her hips forward, he buried his face into 
her dripping pussy, lapping at her juice in quick pulses as 
his fingers plied her apart. 


She stood, her legs wide open for him as he licked and 
tasted, his fingers working in conjunction with his tongue 
driving in and out, licking and nibbling. His fangs grazed her 
over clit and she squirmed. “Dear...fucking God Aleks. Oh! 
Oh! Oh...shit!” 


He could tell her orgasm was close to consuming her body 
as her legs trembled, her body shaking in violent wild 
tremors pitching her forward in crazed spurts. Using both 
hands, he held her fast as he began driving his tongue all 
the way inside her heat, lapping and suckling, his fangs 
taking another drop of blood and then another. She moaned 
and bucked and yet he refused to let her go. 


“I...am gonna cum...” Her breath barely a strangled 
whisper, her head tossed back and forth and her legs 
threatened to give away. 


Aleks continued pulsing into her using his fingers, tongue 
and fangs in a beautiful dance of music and art driving into 
her core being. As she tried to move away, he drew her 
closer, forcing her back into a deep arch and opened her 
pussy wide. Slicing his fingers deeper inside, her muscles 
gripped him, coercing him further and deeper inside her 
heat as they clenched around him like a tight vice, milking. 


“Aleks!” Felicity screamed her voice almost completely 
silent as the climax thrust past her in wave after wave of 
intense pulses and wild shimmers. 


Aleks drank every drop of her sweet cream and forced her 
to cum again, refusing to stop until she melted against him. 
It was then that the monster knew it was time to feed from 
the woman, his lover and his friend. Easing back, he turned 
his famished gaze toward her. “Look at me.” 


Barely able to focus, she stared down into his eyes and 
after holding her breath, she licked the tiny beads from her 
lios while a strangled moan cascaded down toward him. 
While she shook knowing what was about to happen, the 
sheer ecstasy she craved and he knew it. “Drink from me, 
baby. Take all that you need. Please.” 


Inhaling deeply, Aleks knew that what she was offering 
was precious and priceless and while she would never be 
the one, she would always be his feeder. His hunger 
threatened to ravage what remained of his blackened soul. 
There was no way he could wait any longer. “As you wish.” 
As Felicity gripped his shoulders in preparation for the 
violent assault, he lowered his head and licked the soft 
cream of her thighs just mere seconds before he plunged his 
fangs deeply inside her soft skin, pressing his fangs into the 
crisp pulsing vein and drinking from the very breath of her 
life. 


She bit back a strangled moan of fear and anguish that 
was quickly replaced with a level of ecstasy that few women 
would ever experience. As Aleks held her close to his face 
and tasted the almost amazing essence of her body, her 
blood, he shivered and roared, wishing for the first real time 
he had a mate to share the intimacy with. By the grace of 
Karma, he knew exactly who the man was. The calling was 
strong and one that he’d never felt before. It was nearly 
time to take the man who would become... 


KKK 


Jax flipped through Google searches for what seemed like 
hours until his eyes grew tired and the third beer stood 
warm, almost untouched, yet he had found nothing that was 


even close to the carving he had seen either on the bodies 
or in the painting. He rubbed his eyes and stared at the 
clock. There was no doubt he needed sleep more than 
anything. 


Yet he turned his attention back to the computer. “I must 
be nuts. | have to be fucking nuts.” He nodded and realized 
that it didn’t matter it was almost five in the morning he 
needed a stiff drink. Settling in, bourbon in hand, he began 
to surf the internet, desperate to find additional information. 


There was so much to learn and gut told him not enough 
time before the monster struck again. He knew many things 
about the man that not only intrigued him but also 
infuriated every one of his senses. Aleksandr was hiding 
something and that something may have just killed two 
innocent men. As he surfed through the American Indian 
sites, there was little that matched the ugly picture or his 
memory of the painting. Yet the haunting effects remained. 


Jax eased back into his chair and thought about what 
Aleks was trying to show him. Typing in the web addresses 
Shouldn’t mean anything to him except for his job but every 
part of his body ached and he was barely able to 
concentrate. Aleks had a hold over him that both terrified 
and excited him. Shaking off the ugly feeling, he took a gulp 
of his drink and went back to work. Clicking on and off the 
sites, his eyes glazed over from one to the next. There was 
no way to describe the feeling that was buried in his gut 
with each new pose, each new picture and yet he looked. He 
reminded himself again and again it was for the 
investigation but with each new site more erotic than the 
next, he was no longer sure. 


Dear God it’s time for bed. How could he sleep? Was he 
lying to himself? Was he freaking kidding himself that he 


could sleep after being so damn jazzed? He fought his 
growing beasts and threw back the rest of his drink and 
glanced outside to see the morning haze of spring slice 
through his windows. Thank God he could go to bed and he 
prayed it would be a dreamless sleep. 


Chapter Eight 


“Sweet Jax, it’s time to show you what you’ve long craved 
and what your body needs. Are you ready to succumb to the 
red fire and the flame of surrender not only to me but to 
everything you've ever wanted? Are you ready to face the 
destiny that awaits you?” Aleks glided around his lover, his 
fingers dancing across the heat of his chest as his eyes 
twinkled as if knowing what was to come and what was to 
be. 


Jax swallowed and stared into his shimmering eyes, his 
desperate thirst growing to the point that his cock throbbed 
hard against the film of material he was allowed to wear. 
Required to succumb to Aleks’ every whim and every 
blatant sexual desire, he no longer cared and in truth, he 
hungered for every part of what was to come. The pain and 
the anguish from the lash of the riding crop that was 
wielded over his firm buttocks was something he desired, 
craved yet the flutter of pain still managed to still his heart. 
“Yes...l'm more than ready.” 


“And | suppose you are. You’ve become quite invaluable to 
me. Tonight, we'll finally share the ultimate and most 
sensual acts that will finally result in us becoming lovers for 
all time. This moment is exactly what we both want. You 
have and always will belong to me, body to body and soul to 
soul. I’ve searched for you for centuries. Together we'll rule 
the world” 


Jax nodded remembering the first time he’d been taken and 
to this day, the passionate and violent experience was his 
favorite. Yet he’d been promised something from the very 


beginning, a chance at life forever and everlasting and he 
was hungry to accept and to move forward. “You know what 
| want and what | need.” 


“I do and l'Il give you all that you have begged for and yet 
more.” Aleks pulsed the crop across the heat of his skin in 
gentle movements, the act meant to tease and slice a sizzle 
of anticipation across his skin. 


Yet Jax shivered from need and the lust that raged within his 
body and his very soul. “Please, l'Il do anything you desire.” 


“I know you will and your body shall please me tonight in 
ways you've never known. l'Il give you the greatest 
sensations of feeling alive that your frail body could possibly 
understand.” 


“What will you have of me?” 


Aleks smiled, a cunning and yet mischievous look dashing 
across his face. ‘What will | have?” 


“What can | give you that you already do not have?” 


As Aleks pressed his fingers under the edge of the loincloth 
and eased Jax’s cock into his hands and sighed, his breath 
Skated across Jax. 


Jax fell into the molten state of his roaring hunger as his 
lover caressed his cock, teasing the sensitive slit with a 
single finger over and across. He shivered and closed his 
eyes as intense yearning raged within him. There was 
nothing he wouldn’t do for the man. “Yes, what can | give 
you that will please you, Master?” 


Aleks’ throaty laugh echoed across the play chambers 
dancing over the various forms of equipment. He edged 


forward and grabbed the back of Jax’s neck, tilting his face 
up to gaze into his eyes “Why dear boy, what | have 
yearned for since the day | met you. | want nothing more 
than to consume your life’s blood and make you the 
immortal creature who will become my lover and my mate 
for all eternity. You’re the chosen one and the single being 
that will take us both into the future. Are you ready for your 
destiny?” 


KKK 


Jax woke in a near panic. Beads of sweat trickled down the 
side of his face soaking into the thick covering of his pillow. 
He panted and tried to force his eyes to focus as the 
dazzling sunlight streamed in through the open blind. “Shit! 
Master? Sex? What the fuck?” What in the fucking hell had 
he been dreaming? Shivering, he realized he was hard as a 
rock and aching from his balls being so damn swollen. He 
glanced over at the digital clock and shook his head. It was 
barely eleven. Damn he needed sleep and a bit of normalcy 
instead of lying in bed dreaming about a freaking...god... 
damn...sex act with a man! 


He forced the sweat-stained covers back and launched his 
body up, slamming his feet onto the floor. Instantly a 
throbbing jab sliced into his skull from the alcohol. Pressing 
his hands to his temples, he groaned. There wasn’t a part of 
him that wasn’t trembling from the understanding of the vile 
dream. He forced the musings of Pandora’s box back into 
the damning crypt and struggled with the panic that 
threatened every part of his rational mind. 


Yet his cock remained hard. 


As he bit his lip he tried to think about the case, the 
murders, anything but his raging hard on but it became 
useless. Finally conceding to his need, he thought about 
Amanda as he stroked his dick. Jax needed to have her 
there to remind him what he wanted. “Yes...sweet woman, 
take me away from this dark place. Yyyyeeesssss...” His 
fingers danced across his swollen shaft, rubbing up and 
down, almost teasing at first and then with enough pressure 
to release the anguish centered in his swollen sacs. He 
moved up and down allowing one hand to squeeze his balls 
as he thought of her golden hair framing a delicate face. 
The lovely woman was petite and sexy and delicious and did 
everything to make his blood pulse. Tasty and tempting 
and... 


Your blood doesn’t sizzle for her. 


“No...no...No!” An angry rush of adrenaline skimmed his 
body stifling his strangled cries. He envisioned her creamy 
skin and warm eyes as he continued stroking and pulsing 
his cock. God, he needed release. Every part of his body 
was tense from the hunger that raged within him and 
couldn’t remember when it had felt like this. 


Up and down he pulsed his hand over his cock as the 
other squeezed and caressed his balls. He finally fell back 
against the soft linen closing his eyes and thinking about 
every sensuous and erotic experience he and Amanda had 
Shared. Delightful. Infrequent. “Yes baby, yes. God, | need 
you here.” Oh yes he could sense her now as he stroked 
harder and faster. 


The utter delight of her body slicing against his...her 
face...her mouth suckling his cock, her...her...the instant 
almost glowing video of Aleks shattered his vision of the 
woman who had been his lover and for several minutes he 


couldn’t see anything in front of him but the dancing visions 
of the man’s body and raging erection as he could feel 
every pulsing thread of his heart racing into his system 
sending showering touches of light and heat. 


He shivered and realized his hand was still caressing his 
Shaft, bringing an orgasm closer. Stopping his raging need 
was not possible. Jax slammed his hand up and down on the 
bed trying to will his erection away but as the powerful 
climax rushed from his swollen balls to his shaft, he threw 
his head back and moaned. And yet he pumped harder and 
faster until the climax erupted sending violent shakes 
Skating across his body. Opening and closing his eyes, Jax 
struggled to block the damning visions but Aleks remained 
in the heat of his passion. 


Jax fell back against the bed and moaned, the last 
vestiges of the sinful act accentuating every heartbeat and 
every vile thought. Lying still as the visions flowed, his heart 
raced and he had a sense of dread. Fear. Perhaps he needed 
a vacation. Perhaps he was incensed by the ugly case. 
Finally as his breathing calmed, he forced himself up and 
moved toward the shower, hitting the walls with his fists 
along the way. 


KKK 


He had no reason to hide in the shadows and yet he did 
for fear of being discovered. Not by any enemies who could 
do him harm but by those that would simply pry into his life 
and ask questions. For some he was a monster, for others a 
salvation and as he stood outside the window staring in at 
the man, the rather delicious man that could make or break 
all that he had, he growled and closed his eyes sensing too 


much activity in the neighborhood for him to be watching 
and planning. Risking everything he’d worked so hard to 
achieve, he had to know and had to see for himself. He 
needed a level of control and had few options. This might be 
the only way. 


The vision of the man in the throes of self-indulgent 
passion somehow surprised him. Why, he was unsure yet 
the sight of him lying naked and pleasuring himself was 
simply irrationally delicious. There was no doubt the man 
was struggling but why? Honing in on the man’s thoughts, 
he shook his head. “Of course.” His whisper almost 
breathless, he smiled and turned his attention to the layout 
of the house. It would be so easy to take him here, to claim 
what he had to the right to taste and yet he hesitated. 


There was no way of telling whether this would expedite 
things or not. The man’s instincts were very good and his 
Skills nearly impeccable. It had certainly been easy enough 
to check up on the good detective. He chuckled and thought 
about the detective’s ex wife. She was a wretched woman 
and had nearly drained their bank account. The accusations 
had almost cost Jax Steele everything he had to his name. 
“Poor bastard.” Jax was perfect for everything he’d ever 
wanted and could be so much more. The plan had been 
easy enough and the kills similar yet with a sensuous flair. If 
Jax Steele truly was the one then he was accomplishing 
several things at one time, one being revenge and the other 
the sheer joy of tasting a new batch of humans. 


Gliding around to the back of his house, he gazed the 
perimeter of the area, his keen senses picked up nothing 
amiss. There was no one around to notice or care. He let 
himself inside through the unlocked door and listened just 
as he heard the shower starting. Licking his lips, a smile 
curled into a sneer. “Like taking candy from a baby.” He 


filtered through the downstairs seeing little of the man that 
indicated any passions other than work. Sparse conditions 
and a heavy coat of dust meant the detective was rarely 
home. The single plant sat on the small table by the living 
room window almost dead from inattention. He sighed and 
glanced toward the laptop humming on the overcrowded 
desk. He hit the space bar and raised his eyebrow. 


“My, my Detective Steele, you’re even more intelligent 
than | realized. | do indeed need to keep track of you.” The 
embossed symbol of the winged god had been the perfect 
choice. Few knew of its origins and fewer still of the 
meaning and those that did ended up dead. The detective 
had no idea what he’d stumbled upon. The question 
remained did anyone know what Jax Steele had discovered? 


He moved toward the stairs, taking them three at a time 
and stood outside the bathroom, opening the door carefully. 
As he walked in, the overpowering scent of the man’s fresh 
sex and musky fragrance caused his mouth to water, 
stimulating him to the point that he had to force himself not 
to lash out and take him. It would not bode well to break the 
creature just yet. No, he had to have patience as the game 
was only in second gear. Licking his lips he allowed himself 
the pleasure of watching the shadowed outline of the man 
as he slid his hands down and across his naked body 
cleaning the sweat and remnants of cum from his body. He 
could almost taste the man, silky and tangy. 


The water was cut off and he stood ready, a grin riding his 
face like a Cheshire cat. Dear God he was in his element and 
loved every moment of it. In slow motion Jax Steele opened 
the shower curtain to face his opponent. 


“What the fuck?” 


He struck hard and fast and as the sexy detective slid to 
the floor, he couldn’t keep his gaze off the semi hard cock. 
“My lord how stunning you are.” 


KKK 


Aleks jerked the car to a halt and sensed instantly he had 
a visitor. As he unfolded his long legs and climbed out, he 
stood quietly gathering the unique scent. “You can come out 
of hiding now. You know that I’m aware of your presence.” 
Slamming the car door, he crossed his arms and leaned 
against the side. He wasn’t concerned in general about his 
visit but didn’t like meeting anyone without an appointment. 
He glanced into the afternoon sun and even with his eyes 
covered by the darkest shades he still squinted from the 
intense light slashing into his retinas. While he was 
considered one of the lucky of his kind and was afforded 
luxuries of being gifted with human traits, bright sunlight 
continued to bother him. He was weary and needed a long 
Sleep after his juicy treat and he was quickly becoming 
annoyed. 


The man, scarcely out of being a boy wiped his nose and 
mouth with the back of his hand as he inched toward Aleks. 
The thin blond was dressed in ill-fitting jeans and a ragged 
tee shirt. His feet dragging, he wore a tight grin as he kept 
his gaze locked onto his eyes. “Aleks. You look good man.” 


“What are you doing here?” 


“| wanted to see you before | shoved off | guess. Man, is 
that a new ride? Shit!” Whistling, he slid his hand across the 
shining black steel, licking his lips and grinning. “Guess 
you're doing well. What the hell kind of car is this?” 


“Koenigsegg.” 
“A what? Shit man, fucking hot!” 


Aleks sighed. While John had been his enticing lover as 
well as his first model on and off when he first arrived in 
Richmond, he had been unable to teach him the finer things 
in life let alone wipe out his unseemly vocabulary. 
“Koenigsegg CCX. It’s Swedish.” 


“What, like zero to one hundred in say six seconds?” 


“Three point two but you aren’t here to talk about my love 
of sports cars. What’s on your mind?” 


Grinning, John fluttered his hand across the hood and 
smiled. “Sorry, | just love a thing of beauty. | um...just 
wanted to see if | could grab a job from you before | left for 
New York. They got big plans for me up there.” 


Aleks could sense the drugs in his system easily enough. 
“You know the rules, John. | can tolerate almost anything 
from my subjects but drug use.” 


“But I’m clean. Honest” 


Aleks grabbed his arm, jerking him forward and raised his 
arm. “What the hell boy do you think these are?” Needle 
tracks peppered his bruised inner elbow. “Do you honestly 
think that they’re going to accept this in New York?” 


“It was just a party last night, honest. | haven’t done 
anything since you threw me out until last night. | swear to 
God. | mean | was there at this party and the girl really 
wanted and | was...you know how I can be and-“ 


“Enough!” Aleks snarled. Humans were stupid 
inconsiderate idiots that had no idea how precious life could 
be. 


“BULA. 


“I said enough. Jonathan, you’re an educated and highly 
intelligent young man that had a beautiful future until you 
descended into drugs. Get cleaned up and don’t blow your 
second chance. I’m certain you won’t have another one.” 
Thrusting the boy’s arm down Aleks shook his head and 
wiped his hands. To think he had considered changing him 
into a heightened state of being somehow boiled his blood. 
How could he have been that stupid? Too many mistakes 
had been made in the first few months forcing Aleks into 
shutdown mode. He heard the sounds as John moaned but 
refused to turn around tossing his hair over his shoulder, 
Aleks strode toward the door, his long legs carrying him 
there in mere seconds. 


“I'll suck your cock for fifty bucks. | know that’s all you 
want anyway is for a man to suck your cock. Hey, if you 
want you can fuck me for a hundred. | remember how much 
you liked my ass.” 


Aleks stopped dead in his tracks. In a moment of blinding 
rage, he turned and flew toward John, wrapping his hands 
around his neck as he slammed him into the car, rocking the 
entire frame up off two wheels. Hissing, he elongated his 
fangs and grazed them over the boy’s neck, holding him 
prone off the ground. It was too tempting to slice into the 
boy’s neck draining him of his life. The level of savagery 
racing through his system shocked him. “You dirty little boy. 
Who do you think you are? Who do you think you’re playing 
with here? Do you not understand what I can do to you?” 


John whimpered as his body shook violently. Sputtering, he 
voice was barely a ragged whisper. “I...ddddiiin’t 
mmmmeeaaannn anything by it. I just need...please...just 
money for the bus.” 


Aleks studied his terrorized eyes and realized the truth. As 
he slowly allowed John’s feet to touch the ground, he 
realized he hadn’t been so damn careless in years. To attack 
one of his subjects in broad daylight was dangerous and 
stupid and could easily destroy all that he’d accomplished. 
He moved back quickly and shook his head and while he 
was disgusted with his behavior, he was unable to yank 
back the rage that consumed his body and for a moment he 
almost ripped out the boy’s throat. 


John stumbled forward, holding his throat and coughing, 
sputtering saliva all over the front of his shirt. “Please. You 
got more money than God. l'Il do anything you want me to, 
anything for just a little bit of help?” 


Disgusted, Aleks closed his eyes and fought his reactions. 
As he swallowed hard and slid his hands through his hair, he 
finally looked directly into John’s eyes, his now blackened 
from the burning embers of rage and thirst. “You’re pathetic. 
Did | not teach you anything during our time together? 
Anything of decency among men? You come to be asking for 
money strung out on drugs and then attack me with your 
filth? How dare you. Go John before | become seriously 
angry and unable to control what you are well aware that | 
can do. l'Il forget about this ridiculous incident and your 
childish behavior but | do not want to see your face again. 
Am | clear?” 


John cocked his jaw but nodded. He blinked furiously as if 
holding back tears and shoved his hands into his pockets. 


Aleks straightened his shoulders and turned crisply. He’d 
always been careful in his selection of lovers and the 
majority never knew his true identity. This one he’d trusted 
too much and while the majority of people wouldn’t believe 
the ramblings of a strung out kid, the questions surrounding 
him would be significant and damning. 


“It’s you that is pathetic, you cock sucking freak of 
nature.” 


It took all that Aleks had left in his system not to ravage 
the boy and slice his body into bloody bits. He heard the 
sounds of the boy taking off, literally running for his life. 
Rearing his head back, he roared into the sun. 


Moments later he snarled and walked into the studio and 
up the stairs to his loft. He would need to sink his teeth into 
soft human flesh that night and while using her on a regular 
basis was not something he longed to do, she was at least 
safe and without interest in strings. 


“I see you have no better control of your rage than you did 
years ago, my love. Pray tell, what happened with the boy? 
Might tasty looking. Should have brought him up here for a 
snack. Just like old times, remember dearest Aleksandr?” 


“Durac.” Stopping cold, Aleks clenched his fists as he 
turned slowly. His fears realized he fought losing control. 
This was not the best time for Durac to arrive but his 
presence certainly explained several things and proved his 
thoughts. 


“Aleksandr.” 


Aleks studied his old lover and the vampire that had 
turned him centuries before. Forever frozen in time, Durac’s 
stunning looks and luminescent green eyes would always 


haunt his sleep and fuel his nightmares. “I smelled your 
essence before lurking in the streets like the cold blooded 
killer that you are. What are you doing here?” 


“My, my you are indeed testy today. Cold-blooded killer? 
What do you think you are Aleksandr? | seem to remember 
many times you enjoyed our hunts and our feasts.” 


“That was decades ago.” 


“Ah, the civilized man, now are you?” Durac chuckled as 
he rose from the leather chair and edged toward him. “Is 
that any way to greet your maker?” He held out his hand in 
a fist and the onyx ring glistened from the energy of the 
man that ruled a powerful family. 


Durac followed the old ways and expected all his sires to 
as well. Aleksandr wanted no part of the teachings of the 
devil reincarnated. Yet the man, the monster had many 
followers who would in a moment’s notice hunt him down 
and slaughter him for no other reason than disrespect to the 
master. It wouldn’t matter that the teachings called Aleks a 
prince. Respect was necessary in their world of torture. He 
hissed as Durac’s eyes danced back and forth across his. 
The man was conceited and wielded his authority with an 
iron first. Aleks knew there was no way to escape his calling 
or his destiny no matter that he’d shunned the old world of 
Italy accepting humanity as his calling and his savior. He 
hadn’t taken a human life since the time that had almost 
destroyed him when forced to kill the one thought of as his 
mate. Shoving the haunting memory aside, he faced Durac. 


“Oh come now darling Aleksandr, you hate me enough 
that you won’t greet me properly? Come, come now child, 
should | force you to pay a penance for your behavior?” His 
dusky baritone timbre resonated across the room. 


The threat was real and shivers raced down Aleks’ spine. It 
had always been Durac’s game to beat him into submission 
and for years he had never raised his voice let alone his 
hand to his maker. He knelt slowly and kept his emotions at 
bay, sensing instantly when he saw Durac that he was in the 
city for several reasons. The families looked the other way 
at Durac’s tortured proclivities as Durac was teaching their 
future leader, right? The thought rattled through his brain 
what he had to endure and what he’d escaped. 
Unfortunately the connection and blood bond was too strong 
for Durac to be able to hide but so many things, no matter 
the level of authority and his station over the region. Their 
bonding had been a necessary action and a requirement by 
their laws and while broken, the shared thoughts and visions 
remained. Yet Durac had the upper hand as Aleks had grown 
weak over the years. As he kissed the glowing ring, Durac 
reached out and brushed his fingers across Aleks’ cheek. 


“Much better but | feel a rage burning within you. Surely 
it’s not directed at seeing me? You must have been well 
aware that | would find you. You’re a part of my life and my 
biddings for our people and one too valuable to let go but 
for so long. Besides, the time of Passing approaches and 
your destiny awaits you.” 


“My destiny? You know how | feel.” 


“Yes, we all do but you have backed yourself and your 
kind into a corner. If you don’t come with me willingly l'Il be 
forced to destroy the people you’ve grown to love.” 


Hissing, Aleks knew Durac was goading him. Whether or 
not he was killing the boys to get to him was an aside. 
Granted, he couldn’t allow the murders to continue but he 
had to figure out his station and the reason that Jax Steele 


remained firmly planted as his future in his mind before he 
succumbed. “I don’t believe.” 


“Then you'll learn the hard way finally.” 


Aleks rose and moved away. “While | certainly realize 
you'd like to coerce me back into your bed Durac, you and | 
both know that it can’t happen. If | return then you'll be 
pushed aside.” 


“Perhaps. Maybe I’m broadening my territory for the 
future.” 


“New territory?” 


“You don’t approve? Come now. You'll be King. What will | 
have, lover?” 


“King? Cut the crap, Durac. Suddenly dead bodies of my 
former models are turning up slaughtered in such a brutal 
way that the human cops cannot fathom who could do such 
a thing and that somehow occurs immediately around your 
arrival? | think that hardly a coincidence. | believe that 
you’re making your presence known.” 


Durac laughed. “Isn’t that part of taking a new territory?” 


“You know the behavior would be frowned upon!” 
Somehow Aleks wasn’t convinced he was the killer but he 
inability to read Durac was stifling. 


“Į assure you I’m not into doing anything barbaric right 
now. I’ve tasted but not taken, yet. You are well aware of my 
position. I’m not here to kill but to bring you back to the 
family.” 


“Į also noticed you at a certain club | frequent and 
partaking in a young gentleman. Is the boy alive?” 


“Alive? Please. | enjoyed a taste of him and set him free.” 


“I know what you hunger for, Durac. | know what you 
need. | dare say the city is not safe with you in it.” Rage was 
building within him and Aleks could easily see that Durac 
was hiding something. 


“My, my Aleksandr, you seem so very bitter. Are you 
suggesting that I’m poaching your lovers?” 


“Touché, Durac. What I’m telling you is that | know you too 
well. Remember? You do nothing without a purpose and one 
that has been thoroughly checked out. Stop attempting to 
dazzle me with bullshit and tell me if you have had anything 
to do with these murders? One way or the other I’m going to 
get to the bottom of this.” 


Durac laughed. “I think my lover that your hormones are 
getting in the way of your judgment.” 


“Damn it, Durac! Why the fuck are you here?” 


He narrowed his eyes and inched toward Aleks. “One day | 
will bring you back into my personal fold and when | do, I'll 
break you as the man and finally produce the beast that | 
need. You and | were destined to have everything that our 
families before us had and yet you chose to throw it all 
away because of your sensitivities. You nearly destroyed me 
when you left with your insolence and your lies. Did you 
know Aleksandr that the family considered me an outcast 
for years after what you did, after stealing the very heart of 
our society? Did you know that | was imprisoned for one 
decade in penance to your damning behavior?” 


While Aleks knew what he had done to the family alone 
was considered blasphemy to their kind, he had no idea the 
elders would punish his maker. “I did not know. Is that why 
you're here, revenge? Do you need a bit of my flesh to 
atone for what happened? You and | both know why | left.” 


“Yes, we both do indeed and while you have chosen to 
hide from your true calling for these decades, I’ve been 
attempting to hold together an empire and one you want 
nothing to do with but you have no choice. You must see 
that now.” Durac scoffed. 


“And what, you need me as your prize?” 


“Do not flatter yourself. I’m here for reasons of business, 
Aleksandr.” 


“Your business generally means slaughtering people.” 


“Hear me Aleksandr. | came here to bring you back yes 
but | fear | may be too late to save many around you. I’m 
well aware of the murders which means we have another 
vampire in our midst and one intent on not allowing you to 
take your rightful place as our King.” 


Aleks sighed. There was some truth in his words. If the 
Jicard family found out his whereabouts which he suspected 
had happened then they’d enjoy play using the methods of 
slaughter to remind him of their power. “Are you telling mea 
member of the Jicard family is responsible?” 


“1...don’t know. In truth | don’t, Aleks. Rumblings told us of 
a search for you but the family had no idea they’d find you 
so soon. Your powers are weak. Their ability to hone in them 
is Surprising. | came as soon as | realized.” 


Could he trust the man that had taken him down a dark 
path? Searching Durac’s mind he realized he was telling at 
least partial truths. “I can tell there’s something else.” 


Durac sighed and closed his eyes. “There’s been a theft 
from our vaults.” 


“A theft?” A rumble in his chest told him what had been 
taken. Fingering his necklace, he fought a series of shivers. 
Perhaps they’d all been fools. 


“Yes, Aleksandr and one that could bring our existence 
into the forefront of humans. | came here to also ask for 
your help, as | have been unable to find the one that took 
the piece.” Durac rose from the chair and walked toward the 
bank of windows, shaking his head. 


“For you to be the one here must mean the theft is 
Significant. Did the elders send you?” 


“In a manner of speaking but you must see now that the 
time of Passing is real. Can’t you feel it in your blood?” 


“Blood? You mean in my damned soul?” Aleks scoffed but 
he knew. The nightmares had begun weeks before as told in 
prophecy. 


Durac inched closer and scrutinized his face. “You do 
know. | can tell. Good. Then you can’t deny who you are any 
longer. You belong to the soul of your kind.” 


“Riddles Durac I don’t need. Out with what you need from 
me. What’s missing?” 


“Dragarn Dumas.” 


Aleks blinked, his fears solidified. “What?” For the amulet 
to have been taken from the very crypt that was guarded 
meant a significant operation from persons or vampires who 
knew the habits and holding of the family well and perhaps 
the beginnings of final war between certain regimes. This 
would mean to the death of one faction of their beings. The 
time of Passing was coming true. “Do you have any 
Suspects?” 


“Nay. The person or persons struck while we were at 
festival.” 


“Human or vampire?” 


“The scent was human but the hold was vampire. 
Whoever controlled the damning one knew what he was 
doing.” 


“Which means someone in the family has betrayed us?” 


Durac sighed. “Perhaps, Aleksandr. You belong with your 
destiny. If you deny now, many will die.” 


Aleks cocked his head. No, there was more to the story. 
“What are you hiding?” 


“You know me too well. There was a sacred scroll left in its 
place. The markings were that of Jicard family.” 


“But you have doubts?” 


Durac laughed. “I have doubts that there isn’t something 
else happening here. Unfortunately | honestly don’t know. 
While you disappeared | think the family rested on their 
laurels and allowed the enemy too close.” 


Sadly that would make sense. Aleks walked toward him. 
There were many things that he had not been told during 
his time with Durac. It had simply not been his place. 
Something had happened to alter the course of the regions. 
“Why would the amulet have been chosen?” 


Durac smiled and shook his head. “Because it’s the single 
piece that can destroy our kind. The amulet some Say is 
from the very beginning of our people and is the single 
piece that will take us down if it falls into the wrong hands. 
There were charms set in place to keep one faction from 
gaining control easily. There is a key and only the rightful 
king can move up into the time of Passing. If that doesn’t 
happen then we expire. For the amulet to be taken, we 
could all be lost.” 


Against his better judgment Aleks had to know more. 
“What else?” 


“We'd heard rumblings of a possible coup attempt and | 
was stupid enough to ignore it. Imagine dear Aleksandr.” 


“Tell me everything, Durac.” 


After several minutes of silence, Durac began his tale and 
at the end, Aleks realized too many things. This was the first 
time he saw humanity in Durac and the first time he 
believed. Shivering, he thought about the detective and the 
case and his gut kicked in. As he had said before, there were 
no coincidences. His sworn enemies had arrived and the 
worst part about it was that his raging hunger had returned. 
Turning his gaze toward Durac he groaned. 


“Don’t worry. l'Il take care of you before the rages grow,” 
Durac whispered. 


Chapter Nine 


From somewhere in the back of his hazy brain and the 
wretched dream he heard the doorbell. There was some 
understanding of what the sound was. “I...what?” Jax finally 
opened his eyes and moaned. His sandpaper mouth could 
barely open. As he tried to swallow, he realized his tongue 
was swollen. Somehow he stumbled to his feet but couldn’t 
feel them at all. His hands were shaking but as he grabbed 
onto the cold hard surface, he dragged himself upright. 
When he finally managed to open his eyes, he moaned. 
Dark circles surrounding his eyes accentuated the lines that 
crisscrossed his face. 


He blinked furiously and tried to figure out what bottle he 
had dropped into. The doorbell dragged his attention from 
the wretched site and as he licked his lips and stared one 
last time he made mental note to never drink bourbon 
again. “Coming!” 


Had he honest to God had enough to drink that he had slept 
in the bathroom naked? As he wrapped a towel around his 
waist, he stumbled down the hall and the stairs. The 
moment he opened the door he regretted it. 


“Jesus fucking Christ buddy, you look like fucking hell. 
Whatcha been doing, fucking a race horse today?” Mike 
pushed his way inside, several bags in hand and turned 
briefly to stare at Jax. “What’s wrong guy? We talked about 
watching like the fuckin’ NBA finals mixed with a little 
Nascar? Remember buddy?” His eyes grew wide. “Amanda 
do that shit to you? Whew, | do need a woman but seeing 
you looking like this is just scary.” 


“I don’t know what happened. | just went to take a shower.” 


“Yeah right, buddy. You don’t gotta tell me but you look like 
bloody hell.” Mike passed him as he chuckled and headed 
for the kitchen. “Get dressed there guy please. You’re cute 
and all but seeing your naked body ain’t on the top of my 
list tonight. You with me?” 


Jax stared after him and continued to try and piece the day 
together. Hell, it was dark outside already. As he slid his 
hand across his arm, he realized that every one of his 
muscles ached like hell. Maybe he was coming down with 
something. He stumbled back upstairs and made it into a 
pair of jeans and yet every move he made was a struggle. 


Washing his face, he took a long look into the mirror. The 
reflection didn’t lie. He looked like the walking dead. “Holy 
crap. This is ridiculous.” Jax tried to piece together the last 
moments before everything turned to black but his memory 
was a blank. He also couldn’t remember just how long it had 
been since he had anything to eat. The answer was too long 
and yet the thought of food was nauseating. 


Grabbing a tee shirt, he slowly made it down stairs and 
walked into the living room gazing at what was left of his 
life. Mike was consistent. The single piece of decadence that 
he’d allowed himself after the divorce had been the 
entertainment center including the flat screen. Mike had the 
sound system blaring as he switched from channel to 
channel. Somehow the roar of the engines cut straight to 
the growing echo in his brain. 


“Much better dude. Grab a beer and settle in. Have some 
chips. These are barbeque.” 


The moment the wafting scent of the greasy snack floated 
across his nostrils, Jax had to race to the bathroom. Bits of 


bile and blood mixed with his vomit in short spurts until the 
dry heaves took over racking his body. His heart raced 
through his body slamming the wild thumps into his ears. 
He had to be coming down with something. 


KKK 


“No! What do you think you’re doing?” John scuttled 
backwards, hitting the wall hard from the blow. He 
scrambled to get his footing as the keening whines fluttered 
from his mouth. “I...ddddoooon’t un...understand!” 


“Of course you understand clearly. You play with fire child 
and you get burned so you’re getting exactly what you 
deserve.” 


“| didn’t do anything.” 


He laughed, the evil strike of his voice sending trails of 
panic across John’s face. It was exactly what he wanted and 
what the immoral little brat deserved. “What you have and 
haven’t done you’re well aware of.” He inched forward and 
grabbed him by the throat yanking him into the air. 


John grabbed his arm, clawing at his flesh now wailing 
loudly. 


He watched the boy squirm, relishing in his terror. The kid 
was much stronger than he would have believed and for 
some reason he enjoyed torturing him more than the others. 
“Hmmm...what shall | do with you boy?” It was that moment 
John kicked out, his arms flailing as a distraction and his 
knee connected squarely in the middle of the killer’s groin. 
Shocked, he released his grip and scuttled backwards for a 
mere second allowing John to scramble away. 


Jerking and yanking, his legs kicking out as the adrenaline 
kicked in, John managed to stumble just out of his grip, now 
screaming loudly as he slammed into the couch and then 
the aluminum framed coffee table. Finally tripping on the 
edge and falling forward onto his face through the thin 
glass, shattering it instantly, a scream erupted from the 
force of the impact. 


He raced toward the boy as the sounds of breaking glass 
mixed with his raging screams showering the night air with 
the anguished cries. 


His shrieks turned into wails as John scrambled to get up, 
his hands and arms bleeding profusely from the shards of 
broken glass imbedded into his skin. 


Hissing, he caught his leg easily enough and jerked him to 
a halt forcing another erupted scream. With a single blow he 
stopped the noise, crushing the boy’s throat in his bare 
hands. The killer shook as he stared down at the boy whose 
open mouth still screamed for the help that would 
eventually come but far to late to save his life. He cursed 
openly and glanced through the open window toward the 
closest house. A series of lights popped on sending glowing 
shimmers into the courtyard. “Damn it you little fuck, you’ve 
cost me everything. Now I have no time to play. For that, 
you won't die quickly.” 


John struggled in vain and stared at the monster, his eyes 
dancing back and forth across the killer’s face. 


He raised his hand, the tips of his nails glowing in the dim 
light and thrust his hand down and in a series of swift 
movements ripped open his chest exposing his heart. He 
licked his lips and glanced up into the horror that the boy 
wore on his face. How he loved to see their faces at the very 


moment they knew they were dying. As the smile curled 
across his lips, he lowered his head slowly to the pulsing 
muscle and bit down with his sharp incisors, ripping the 
tender tissue and sending the boy’s system into shock. 


Unfortunately he picked up on the sounds of the street 
noise honing in on the woman who was headed toward the 
front door. He cursed, smelling her fear and concern and 
rose quickly moving with frantic speed toward the door. He 
knew he would have seconds to spare. As he ran outside 
and bounded over the railing, he heard her strangled voice 
as she called his name. 


“John honey, what’s wrong? Where are you?” 


The sounds of the snapping twigs as he jumped into the 
Shadows drew her attention from the open door. She turned 
and stared into the darkened night searching for the cause, 
her mouth gaping open in perceived horror. 


He dropped and waited sensing the others. Two men at 
least were heading in his direction. Opening his mouth, he 
hissed in her direction more from rage than to draw any 
further attention, yet the look on her face said enough. 
There was no way to know for sure whether she’d seen 
enough of him for a description but there was no time to 
dispose of her. Cringing, he heard the first sounds of her 
horrified shrieks that cut through the air followed by the 
sounds of the others. Finally, the commotion drowned out 
his footsteps as he faded away into the blackness. 


The last he heard was the sounds of retching skating 
across the hallowed nightscapes of the city. 
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Their cell phones buzzed at the same time. “Fuck! This 
can’t be good.” Mike snarled and set his beer down with a 
thud. 


Jax sighed as he stared at the text message. When it 
ended with a 911, it always meant a horrendous event. “The 
precinct.” 


“You want to do the honors buddy boy or shall 1?” 


“I'll do it.” The single beer had squelched the nausea but 
damp perspiration floated above his lip and refused to go 
away. Punching in the numbers he studied the television as 
the game neared its final seconds. He usually loved the 
playoffs but today for some reason his mind had wandered 
over the events of the case the entire game, that and the 
memories of the dream that remained vivid and fresh in his 
mind. “Sergeant, what’s up?’ 


“There’s been another murder but this time we might’ve 
gotten lucky.” 


“Shit, lucky? How so?” For a killer to strike again after a 
couple of days meant either he was being pushed or his 
need was growing. Either way this was bad news. 


“There’s a witness,” Sergeant Sikes breathed. 
“Holy shit, you are kidding?” 


“Nope. Thinks she saw him coming out of the place.” 
Hissing, the Sergeant inhaled deeply. 


Jax turned toward Mike and shook his head. “Another 
boy?” 


“Yep and before you even ask, | already checked and this 
kid, John Simons worked with Aleksandr Vasiliev six months 
ago. It was all up and up with checks being exchanged. | got 
a hold of Mr. Vasiliev’s accountant and granted | think he 
had been prepped for a call, he was quite accommodating 
and while he was a little cagey about details, | see nothing 
odd about the event. Although he did scream at being 
interrupted the way he was.” 


“I don’t think | want to know.” If he knew the Sergeant, 
he’d sent a black and white over to rouse him. 


“Look, | already got grief from the mayor based on the fact 
that he received a call from a perky little reporter from 
Channel Twelve earlier today wondering what we were 
hiding so you gotta take this one down quickly,” Sergeant 
Sikes said quietly. “Damn this shit!” 


“Great, | thought you were handling the press.” Jax rubbed 
his eyes. 


“The press has this now? Fucking shit man!” Mike stood 
and turned off the television. “What?” 


Jax held up his finger. 


“| have a press conference scheduled but that’s not going 
to do us any good. | have no doubt the press will clamor to 
the scene. You also realize there’s a direct connection with 
this artist. There are too many coincidences here. If there’s 
any indication that he has any knowledge, bring his ass in,” 
the Sergeant huffed. 


The Sergeant was right and there were no coincidences 
only dead bodies lining up. Three for three. What wasn’t the 
artist telling him? “What’s the address, we’re on the way.” 
Jax Snapped the phone shut and grumbled. 


“Let me guess, another one,” Mike snorted. 


“This is getting out of hand.” 
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Martha Plimpton was the next-door neighbor and owned 
the house in which John Simons had rented. She sat at the 
dining room table of her home staring into nothing yet her 
hands and eyes twitched. 


What little Jax had learned on the way fit the pattern. John 
Simons was a struggling artist and model. The kid was 
barely twenty-four, had one recent arrest at a rave party 
involving drugs and had nine dollars and eighty-seven cents 
to his name. He had relatives in town and from what Jax 
could tell, John’s work history was sketchy. 


Martha nodded as Jax walked in. From what he’d seen next 
door, the poor woman would have nightmares for weeks. 
“Mrs. Plimpton?” 


She swallowed hard and attempted to look into his eyes as 
the horrors saturated her chestnut brown eyes into a dim 
look of someone beaten. Her soft voice was laced with a 
hoarse cough. “Just Martha. My husband died three years 
ago.” 


Jax pulled a kitchen chair out slowly. “Do you mind if | sit 
and just talk with you for a few moments?” 


“Um...no.” 


She was shaken but remarkably calm and Jax was 
Surprised given what she’d seen. “I understand you heard 


John screaming earlier?” 


“I,..yeah. | was watching the news and the poor kid just 
wailed. At first | thought he was playing around but by the 
second set, | knew he was being hurt.” 


“How so?” 


“You know that sound that’s so desperate?” Martha 
shivered. 


“You've heard sounds like that before?” 


“You live in the city you hear gunshots, robberies and drug 
deals. You never get immune but you just know it’s going to 
happen. | used to live closer in, down in Church Hill but by 
the forth time | was broken into, neither Sam or | could take 
it any longer. We thought it was safer here, you know? And 
now this. He was a good kid, a bit mixed up but aren’t we 
all. You know he had a big modeling job lined up in New 
York.” 


Sensing she was cracking around the edges, Jax kept his 
voice as soft as possible over the din of the blaring 
television. “Mrs. Plimpton - Martha - | know this is difficult 
for you but please tell me what you saw.” 


She sat wringing her hands for a moment as her body 
rocked back and forth in the chair. “I ran out and um didn’t 
see anything at first. It’s what | heard that scared me.” 


“What did you hear?” 


“Crackling of bushes and snapping twigs and...and a hiss. 
Then | could swear he was cursing but the words were odd 
somehow.” 


“Are you sure what you heard was from a male?” 


She nodded, her head bobbing up and down listlessly. “No 
doubt. The voice was very deep and hoarse.” 


“What did he say?” 


“I don’t know. That’s just it. | think what he was speaking 
was a foreign language but it’s not one I’ve ever heard 
before.” 


“Martha, there are many languages you might not 
recognize.” 


“No, you don’t understand. | used to teach at the 
University languages of all things and this was definitely a 
dialect I’ve never heard before.” 


“Did you see him?” A strange dialect to go along with the 
carved tattoo peaked his interest. 


“I don’t know what | saw really.” 


Jax leaned forward realizing she was terrified not only of 
what she had seen in the room but by what she had seen of 
the killer. “If you’re afraid that he identified you, we can 
provide protection for you.” 


Marta sat silently for long moments staring out into the 
night, her body rocking back and forth. 


He scooted the chair closer to hers. “Please Martha. We 
have a horrendous situation on our hands and this is the 
only break we've gotten. | need your help on this.” 


“He’s done this before?” She stared into his eyes as her 
trembles became shakes. 


“I’m afraid he has and we've had no eye witnesses before. 
With your help we may be able to stop him. Anything you 
saw could be helpful. Anything no matter how insignificant it 
seems to you just might be the detail we need.” 


Rubbing her eyes, she nodded. “Well, | saw a flash of long 
hair. | think it was blond but | wouldn’t swear to it and he 
was a big guy.” 


Instantly Jax froze. “How large, Martha?” 


“At least six four. | only know that because he reminded 
me of the size of my brother in law, God rest his soul.” 


“Did you see any other features? Did you catch a glimpse 
of his face or perhaps notice any type of clothing he wore?” 


“No, it was too dark. | barely made out his hair and 
wouldn't have if it hadn’t been so long. You know | think my 
eyes were playing tricks on me anyway.” Her laugh was 
nervous, strained. 


“What do you mean?” Grimacing, Jax Knew he had enough 
to go on to bring Aleksandr down to the station. Perhaps not 
enough for a search warrant but definitely a talk would be in 
order. It was very interesting how the pieces were falling 
into place and all signs leading directly to the good artist. 
That usually meant a frame. He didn’t like any of this at all. 
Someone was playing a terrible game and lives were being 
lost. Jax rubbed his eyes and heard his little voice telling him 
there were too many missing pieces. 


Martha shook her head. “It’s nothing really. | think | must 
have seen a flash of the streetlight or something.” 


“Martha, what is it? If it’s nothing we’ll check it out and 
that will be fine.” 


“Well, | could have sworn that | saw...no, it’s crazy.” 
Jerking to her feet, Martha glided toward the kitchen sink. 


“What is it, Martha? What bothers you so much?” He rose 
from the chair but remained behind the table. Whatever she 
believed she’d seen terrified her completely. 


She finally turned and looked him directly in the eyes. “l 
know this is going to sound insane but he turned and looked 
at me for a split second just before | went inside. The way 
the moonlight and the streetlight shimmered over his face 
hid most of his features and | could see little, but...but | saw 
his mouth and | could swear it was bloody and...” She 
whimpered and pressed the back of her hand against her 
mouth. “I’ve never seen anything like what that fucking 
animal did to John. He ripped...he ate his...oh God he ate his 
heart! You could see it right there. God the poor kid!” 
Sobbing she blinked furiously until she was able to speak, 
yet her breath was raspy. “He’s a freaking monster.” 


“Martha-“ 


Martha held out her hand and shook her head. “I know 
what | saw. You’re going to think I’m fucking nuts but | know 
what I saw. He had fangs, bloody fangs.” 


On any other day he would have written her off a nut 
case, but on this ugly day, he knew the petite woman with 
dancing brown eyes and a soft demeanor was serious and 
sane and for a moment he wondered if he had been 
dropped into the middle of hell. 


Mike strode into the kitchen frowning. “We got problems. 
The press is here and they’re not taking no for an answer. 
You better get out here cause it’s starting to get ugly.” 


Jax nodded for him to go into the living room and turned 
toward Martha. “Thank you so much for telling me. | believe 
you, Martha. | really do and I’m going to do everything to 
follow up on this. You’ve been an amazing help tonight.” 


She nodded and wiped the single tear from the corner of 
her eye. “I’ve lived a long time Detective Steele and seen 
many things but how could anyone do something like that to 
another human being?” 


Jax sighed and took her hand. “I don’t know but I’m going 
to find out. Take care and if you think of anything else, 
please give me a Call.” 


“Catch him, Detective Steele. Please.” 


Jax nodded and walked into the living room. The mass of 
people outside was almost too much to deal with. The 
blaring lights showered into the dimly lit room casting 
haunting shadows across the floor. “Jesus, what a nut 
house.” 


“Tell me about it. That perky blond sure is a looker but 
damn, she’s a tenacious bitch too. Still, | could do her.” 


“Mike, l'Il deal with the press, okay? You tell the boys to go 
pick up one Mr. Aleksandr Vasiliev at his studio for 
questioning.” 


“You think he has something to do with this, don’t cha? 
You never told me what happened the last night at the 
gallery. You should have told your partner,” Mike breathed. 


“| guess we never got around to it. He’s an interesting 
character. | do think he knows much more than he’s telling 
me and | think all three of these kids worked with him.” 


“Well, while you were being um...with Amanda, | got the 
paperwork on Greg Barnes. He did indeed work for this guy 
for a shoot. Paid the kid damn good money too. Did some 
checking into this guy Jax after | found out and couldn’t get 
a hold of you. You know he has a reputation? He might be a 
good businessman but the guy is...out there.” 


“Meaning?” 
“He’s a fucking faggot,” Michael snorted. 


“A little louder so the news crew can hear you. Jesus, what 
the hell does his sexual appetite have to do with anything 
here? You know better than this, Mike. God damn if anyone 
gets wind of this, do you know what they could do or say? 
Holy Christ here!” 


Mike stared at him, narrowing his eyes. “Whoa buddy, | 
was just commenting on his art and reputation and the 
sexual nature of the kills, nothing else. Why the hell are you 
so worked up about this?” 


“I’m just tired. Now we have a connection. Anything on 
Brent?” 


“I called and his boss is out of town for the weekend. You 
have an appointment with him first thing Monday morning. 
Here’s a folder though from Charlotte. She said you’d be 
interested in what she found.” 


Jax took the inch thick mass of papers and as he flipped 
through the pictures he nodded. He had indeed seen the 
symbol before. Cleaned up, they were quite visible and 
exactly from the stunning seductive photograph in Aleks’ 
studio. “Damn it all to hell.” The most interesting aspect 
about the three kills was that the men looked similar. While 


it might mean nothing given Aleks use of models, Jax made 
mental note. 
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Aleksandr strode into Dark Towers after one a.m. knowing 
the club would close soon enough and the after hours 
festivities would begin for the select chosen few. The night 
was warm and humid and the activity inside the club was 
sweltering from the pulsing neon lights and the myriad of 
dancing partners in various stages of dress and undress. He 
glanced throughout the crowd, keening in on all the 
conversations looking for Felicity. While she usually wouldn’t 
come down to the floor, he sensed her presence and she 
was angry, livid in fact. He scanned the room. There was no 
abnormal activity and yet she was raging for some reason. 


He glanced at the main bartender who caught his eye and 
nodded, glancing up the stairs. Taking them two at a time, 
he reached her door within seconds. Aleks never knocked 
and she didn’t expect him to. “You're angry.” 


Felicity turned with a jerk and glared at him, her mouth 
pursed and her eyes flashing with rage. “You bet. Some 
freak thinks he’s going to get a bead on me and the little 
creep can jack off as far as I’m concerned.” 


He raised his eyebrow and glanced at what she had in her 
hand. “Pictures?” 


“Of you and | fucking no less. The little jerk must think | 
give a shit he has me with you in handcuffs like what, he’s 
going to get money?” 


Aleks strode to her and jerked the glossies from her hand. 
There was no doubt where the pictures had been taken, the 
fire escape outside the third floor window. He had no 
curtains as he had no need. The telling pictures were 
nothing but someone’s game to tease him. He flipped 
through each one and hissed. The red markings over the 
crisp black and whites were taunting enough. They were not 
Durac’s style which meant their combined thoughts were 
real enough. Not only were representatives from the Jicard 
family in town, they wanted to play nasty little games. 
Snarling, he realized he was going to have to kick up the 
heat. 


“What the hell does this mean, Aleks? What does the freak 
want?” 


“A piece of me. How did these arrive and when?” Aleks 
hissed and immediately thought about Durac. 


“Today sometime. They were here when | got in lying ina 
plain envelope on my desk. | nearly threw it away in truth.” 


“Did you ask who put it on your desk?” Aleks glanced over 
the entire room. 


“If you're thinking other things have been disturbed, they 
haven't been. | asked all the employees and no one knows 
how he or she got in here.” 


“Then you have a breach in your security.” 


“Or someone working on the inside perhaps but I don’t 
really think so. The majority of my folks have been with me 
since the opening. | cannot imagine one of them doing this.” 
Felicity paced back and forth. 


“I have no doubt Felicity that it’s not you, it’s about me.” 


“But why? Because of what you are?” 


Aleks shook his head. While she understood some of his 
past, he hadn’t told her of his calling. There was no need 
and at this point it would place her life in danger. Fingering 
the necklace, this was the ultimate prize. Given the fact his 
powers were weak, why weren’t they coming to kill him and 
take the gilded key? “Someone is no doubt trying to frame 
me for some murders that have occurred and these pictures 
are nothing more than a warning that he or she can get to 
me anytime they please.” 


“Murders? Are you kidding me, Aleksandr? What the hell is 
going on here? | can’t have this mess of shit associated with 
my club and you know that. | have enough trouble with the 
damn police as it is. Tell me, what’s going on? Why would 
someone want to frame you? | realize what you are Aleks 
but does this human know what you’re capable of?” 


“I don’t know Felicity on either count but | have an idea of 
where to start. May | keep these?” Aleks knew exactly where 
to start all right. He had no doubt that the entity who’d been 
foolish enough to tangle with Durac was either completely 
insane or had a death wish. Or a new regime was coming 
into play. He growled as he stared at the pictures again. How 
dare the person invade his privacy and threaten his 
livelihood. The thirst ravaged his system from the complete 
rage that pulsed through his body. He closed his eyes trying 
to force back the beast but he had come to the club for the 
woman, for sex and blood. “Lock the door.” 


“What?” 
“You heard me, lock the door. I’m too hungry to wait.” 


Felicity gave him a tawdry smile and glided toward the 
door. “You’re an insatiable man. You’ve just told me that 


there’s a killer loose with possibly a big scarlet ‘x’ next to 
your name and yet you want to fuck me.” Her laugh was 
laced with a trace of husky desire. She locked the door and 
turned around, backing against it. “So what do you need 
tonight?” 


“Nothing slow and sensual. Hard and fast, baby.” 


“Is it ever sensual with you?” She smiled as she eased 
toward him, hands on her hips. “Hmmm...” Placing her 
finger into her mouth, she suckled, pulsing the digit in and 
out past her ruby stained lips. Keeping just enough distance, 
she cocked her hip and tipped her head back bringing her 
finger out with a pop. “Tell me what you want.” 


“Come here woman lest | ravage you savagely.” He did 
enjoy their game. There was no other woman he could play 
with roughly and certainly no other that knew of his true 
self. While he would leave her soon enough as she would 
him as well, they enjoyed enough of their sexual hungers 
and she was completely trustworthy. The woman was also 
full of life’s energy and with a single taste of her sweet 
blood he was usually sated for days. The issues with Durac, 
while enlightening, had been draining indeed. 


“Savagely? You haven't done that in a long time, 
Aleksandr. Perhaps | would enjoy that tonight.” She laughed, 
her voice honed with a sultry timbre as she glided just close 
enough. 


The smile curling on his lips, he took her arm, jerking her 
toward him and crushed his mouth over hers. The taste of 
her cinnamon laced lip-gloss coupled with the musky traces 
of her sex, hungry and in need fueled his passion and 
threaded his thirst. His hand slid down her back to cup her 
ass, bringing her hips into his. Their bodies meshed together 


almost perfectly. He forced his tongue past her lips 
thrashing against hers. His hunger knew no bounds. 


Felicity slid her arms around his neck, drawing the heat of 
his body as close to hers as physically possible, toying with 
his long locks. 


Aleks relished in the taste of her, succulent yet sweet and 
laced with the tangy flavor of her very being. He jerked the 
edge of her dress up past her thighs to knead the carved 
flesh of her ass, toned from days in the gym. Yet the soft 
and tenderness of her legs, her thighs and the utter luscious 
touch of her was totally woman with the soft curves and 
voluptuous breasts. She was a looker and a stunning lover. 


Felicity moaned as his hands pressed her ass cheeks 
apart, his fingers finding her center and thrusting sliding her 
directly over his cock. “You’re on fire tonight.” 


“Mmm...” Aleks could feel the very pulse of her life from 
the heat of her neck and the beating of her beat against his 
chest. Her life was so very fragile in comparison to his but 
he longed to have a single moment of being human to share 
in her every taste once again. Pushing her away, he yanked 
the flimsy dress off her shoulders, pitching the unwanted 
material into the corner. The growl nothing short of feral, he 
stared down at her rounded breasts and perfect diamond 
hard nipples, licking his lips. “Going to fuck you hard, baby.” 


Breathless, Felicity sighed as he forced her around, the 
back of her thighs hitting the edge of the desk. “You look at 
me as if you haven’t eaten in a long time lover. It’s barely 
been twenty four hours.” Her soft sounds barely purrs, she 
blazed a trail down the length of his body as her hands 
reached out to grip the edge of his shirt, ripping the buttons 
in one swift move. 


“I believe it’s you who’s more famished than I am.” Aleks 
Slid his finger under thin slip of elastic holding her crimson 
panties and with little more than a single pulse of his finger 
ripped the bit of silk away causing Felicity to gasp. “I told 
you not to tease me.” He picked her up and thrust her ass 
over the cold hard slick of beech wood, opening her thighs 
wide and forcing her back into a deep arch. 


Whimpering, Felicity closed her eyes as she placed her 
hands on the edges of her desk to keep her body steady. 
“God | love when you do this to me.” 


He lowered his head, the hunger swelling his gums and 
forcing his fangs to erupt completely and without abandon 
and he grazed them over her neck from the edge of her chin 
all the way down to the slip of her collarbone. How easily he 
could slice into her skin savagely like the creature of the 
night he’d been for so long. She remained limp, unafraid of 
the fact that held her very life in his hands and allowed him 
to play and to nip the tender bits of her flesh, drawing 
droplets of blood. As they trickled down from her neck in 
slow and lazy movements, he lapped gently moving the tip 
of his tongue across her skin as if Savoring the juiciest piece 
of tenderloin, bloody and rare. 


She lolled her head back as the tiny beads of perspiration 
shimmered across her upper lip. With cat-like moves, he 
gathered each salty bead with every swipe of his tongue. 
Her breathing ragged, her eyes fluttered open and closed as 
the tip moved lower hitting the upper swell of her breasts. 
“Oh...you are so...sinful Aleksandr.” 


“Mmmm...my sweet, | can taste every bit of your luscious 
perfume. Sultry. Sensual.” Growling, Aleks wrapped his 
mouth around her rosy pink nipple, tracing his tongue in 
lazy circles around her pointed tip, drawing the tender flesh 


past his sharp canines. Cupping the other breast with his 
massive hand, he squeezed until she cried from the pain. He 
loved the taste of her and the way her voluptuous breasts 
felt in his hands. Aleks squeezed harder the moment his 
fangs bit into her flesh, drawing the first real taste of her 
blood of the night. 


Her strangled moans were of ecstasy, the pleasure 
already overwhelming her system and if he hadn’t been 
holding her breast firmly, she would have fallen back onto 
the desk. “Ooohhh...so...so...good...yes...” Her words barely 
a hiss, her legs moved around his waist drawing his body 
even closer to the wet heat of her glistening pussy. 


He suckled her nipple relishing the savory taste of her rich 
blood until the other taut bud begged for his attention. As 
he dragged his bloody lips across the swell of her breasts, 
he lapped at her salty flesh. There was nothing quite like the 
taste of a woman. His thirst for her growing stronger, he bit 
down on her other nipple going deeper, the blood flowing 
down his throat filling his empty system. He hadn’t seriously 
thought about turning her since the beginning but at this 
moment the luscious heat of her body wrapped around his 
reminded him how lonely he truly had grown. His cock 
ached to be inside of her, driving into her ferociously. 


As if sensing the intensity of his needs, her lithe fingers 
slid across his chest and down to his taut stomach and his 
belt, fumbling to release his throbbing muscle. “Aleks...take 
me, please.” 


Releasing her hardened peak, he licked his lips as his eyes 
now filled with the longing of his kind stared down at her. “l 
can’t be gentle today. My need is too great.” 


Struggling to sit up Felicity smiled weakly, her hunger 
apparent in the glassy haze of her eyes. “Don’t be.” She 
managed finally to free his cock and using both hands, 
wrapped them around his massive erection, massaging his 
Shaft with one and cupping his balls with the other. 
“Delicious lover. Fuck me.” 


Inhaling deeply, the wafting mixture of her sex and blood 
was a heady aphrodisiac. Allowing the heat of his breath to 
trail a path down from the light sheen of her cheek to the 
edge of her chin, he grabbed her hips and jerked her 
forward and off the desk, impaling her onto the length of his 
cock in one long hard thrust. 


Felicity moaned from the sheer intensity of his wild actions 
and grabbed his shoulders. “God...yes!” 


He lifted her again and using the strength of his body 
began plunging into her hard and fast. Her pussy muscles 
clamped around him like a weighted vice and she locked her 
feet together struggling to meet every thrust with her own. 
Jerking her up further, their entangled bodies became a 
frenzied dance of lust as he drove into her harder each time 
going deeper, hitting the very mouth of her womb. 


Her hands slid under his shirt, dragging the silk from its 
confines and raked her nails across his back, slicing into his 
Skin. She purred as he nipped her lips, drawing another 
series of tiny beads of her scarlet blood. “You’re famished 
indeed.” 


Aleks swung her around and glided toward the back wall 
slamming her against it with wild motions rattling the 
pictures and shelves surrounding them. 


Felicity cooed and reached up to nibble the crest of his 
neck using her own teeth as tiny daggers. 


“My little vixen, you’re naughty.” It had been so long since 
a woman played with such verve but his cock ached to erupt 
inside of her. The time for their erotic little game was over. 
He jerked her back again and forced her down across the 
length of the desk and continued his now ravaging thrusts in 
and out with a crazed abandon. 


Flinging her arms out, everything within reach of her 
hands cascaded across the floor as she struggled to find 
anything to hold onto. “Oooo....Je...sus Christ!” Felicity’s 
eyes rolled into the back of her head as he slid his arm 
under her back, dragging her swollen nipple to his mouth. 


It was time to feed. The moment Aleks’ razor sharp 
incisors entered her tender flesh, she stopped struggling, 
her arms going limp, her head tipping back allowing her 
long tresses to drag over the desk. 


Her heightened state of rapture rattled through her body 
as her climax forced her pussy to clench over his cock 
tighter, milking and drawing him deeper in to her body. Her 
nearly breathless whispers and scattered pants fluttered 
from her pursed lips. 


His orgasm raced through his body sending tingles 
trickling down his spine. Her blood filled and soothed his 
system. As Aleks’ balls filled with seed and flowed up to the 
tip of his shaft, he hissed and gripped her tightly. The 
intensity of their combined orgasms shattered through them 
both, forcing wails and moans. He was not always a gentle 
man but he kept his cock buried inside her molten pussy, 
licked her bite marks sealing the wounds and kissed her lips 
softly. 


“Aaaahhhh!” Felicity shuddered as her strangled breathing 
calmed. 


Purring, Aleks licked her lips as he inhaled her fragrance. 
“Thank you dear one.” 


Felicity finally opened her eyes and sighed. “Oh...my 
pleasure anytime.” 


Chapter Ten 


Jax grumbled as he stared at the pictures. The coffee was 
stale, the bitter bile in his mouth was worse and he was 
bone weary from the aches that had just started to subside 
in his body. On top of the damning night and the horrific 
murder, Aleksandr was not at his brownstone. He had a 
pretty damn good idea of where the man might be but at 
the moment, Jax wanted a period of time alone with the 
man. The tiny all night Diner had two customers seated at 
the counter so he was left alone with the case folder and the 
wretched coffee. 


He sighed and flipped through each picture. Charlotte had 
taken several photographs of the bodies and had cleaned up 
the branded wounds. They had definitely been placed on 
the bodies with something extremely hot, scorching the 
design into the flesh and while ragged around the edges, he 
had a feeling it was a crude rendering of something ancient. 
Now that he could clearly see the markings, he had a better 
chance of finding out what the damn thing meant and what 
Aleksandr had to do with it. Jax mused about how his 
background had suddenly appeared with so many pieces 
missing. And yet, for all practical purposes Aleks was an 
upstanding citizen. 


Staring at his watch, he sighed. Goddamn it was four in the 
freaking morning. He was bone tired but had to get 
somewhere on the case. The press conference would be 
brutal. He’d barely dodged the damning questions from 
Channel Twelve and the other two stations were right there 
in the waiting. There was no doubt in his might that the 
headline would pick up in the morning. Jax also had 


complete confidence and apprehension about was he was 
going to walk into. He was just thankful that Michael had 
agreed to follow through with the last of the details of the 
recent scene so he could have some quiet time to reflect on 
the minimal clues. What was Aleksandr hiding? 


As he stared out at the trickle of cars that floated by in the 
wee hours of the morning, he knew he had to come clean in 
a sense to Aleks. If the Russian was the killer, then Jax had 
to ruffle his feathers. If he wasn’t, then Aleks knew more 
about the brutality than he was letting on. Shaking his head, 
Jax groaned and pulled a face at the horrible black sludge 
disguising itself as decent coffee. How he longed for a 
Starbucks to be open this late. 


“Okay Aleksandr Vasiliev, time for you and | to tangle.” 
Laying three dollars down for the frumpy waitress Jax eased 
out of the booth. He would wait for the good artist’s arrival 
for as long as it took. 


The drive took barely ten minutes in the quiet din of the 
early morning. Sundays in Richmond didn’t teem with 
activity until later so the streets were nearly empty. It was 
still pitch black when he pulled into the vacant lot but the 
warm glow from the upper windows could mean Aleksandr 
was home. Through the shimmer of the moon he could 
make out what appeared to be a sleek sports car tucked 
next to the building. He glanced up at the windows before 
he walked closer to the car. The dim glow barely hit the side 
of the car but there was something odd that reflected in the 
Shadowed light. 


Reaching his hand out, he pressed his fingers across the 
side of the car. Not only was his hand met with something 
rough but also something wet and sticky. Jax jerked his hand 
back and could tell easily it was covered in a gooey 


substance. While warm to the touch, the smell was 
synthetic. “Paint?” He glided back to his car and opened the 
door with his other hand thankful he had tossed the 
flashlight onto the back floor. Grabbing the long handle, he 
turned it on and cursed that the flicker of light was nothing 
more than dim amber in color yet as he turned the beam 
toward his hand, it was easy to see the substance. “What 
the hell?” He eased his slickened hand to his face and 
sniffed. Indeed, it wasn’t blood but paint. Someone had 
defiled the car. 


Out of the corner of his eye he noticed an old tee shirt and 
used it as a rag and realized from the sticky consistency 
that the paint had been splashed recently. His hand finally 
clean enough he glided back toward the car, flashing the 
light across the driver’s side. “Oh shit.” The words True 
Faggot and Freak were not only carved down the entire side 
but the painted words in a shaky design followed suit. He 
placed his hand on the hood of the car. It was still slightly 
warm. 


Perhaps someone had followed the good artist home from 
whatever jaunt he’d completed. The words were interesting 
yet Aleks didn’t hide behind the fact he enjoyed the 
company of men, so what was the insinuating taunt trying 
to suggest? He walked the entire perimeter of the car but 
the driver side sustained the only damage that he could 
see. The words were crudely carved and if he had to guess 
from a knife yet the handwriting was shaky and barely 
readable in some spots. Even though the angle was bad and 
he suspected whomever it was had to lean over, the person 
had been in a hurry or was terrified as evidenced by the 
partially missing letters. 


Sighing, he looked at the ground surrounding the car. Before 
he could make it all the way around, the batteries went out 


completely in the flashlight. “Damn it.” He hit it against his 
leg but to no avail. Well, he was certain Aleks would want to 
see the mess. As Jax headed up to the door, he could just 
make out the distinct sounds of a deep growl. Hesitating, he 
heard what could be described as cursing in a foreign 
language and one he certainly had never heard before. Was 
this the voice Martha had heard? 


Aleksandr threw the door open with a hard pull, slamming it 
back against the wall with a rattled thud. Cursing, his words 
came out in an angry tone. 


Swallowing hard, Jax had no idea what language Aleks was 
grunting but it wasn’t Russian. Shivers tricked down his back 
and he stole another glance into the night sky. What in the 
hell was he dealing with? Turning his gaze back toward the 
towering man, Jax studied his angry form. Even standing in 
the dimness of the morning as the first light of dawn began 
making its presence known, Jax could see the raging anger 
in his eyes. “Aleksandr.” 


Aleks snarled until he recognized Jax and cast his eyes 
around the detective. “Isn’t it early for a visit good 
detective? | have yet to go to bed.” 


Jax could easily smell the perfume that remained on Aleks’ 
clothes and by the nearly disheveled state of his clothing; 
he’d been in the throes of some passionate embrace. It was 
the anger furrowing lines into Aleks’ face that surprised Jax. 
“Did | interrupt something, Aleksandr?” 


He glared for a moment before a sly smile erupted from his 
lips. “Are you always on duty, Detective Steele?” 


Jax sighed. “When there has been another murder, yes.” 


“Another?” 


“You and | need to talk.” 
“l've told you all that | know.” 


Jax shook his head and nodded toward the car. “Somehow | 
don’t think so. | think you’re smack in the middle of this 
case and either you are the murderer or you know exactly 
who is and either way, somebody doesn’t like you much.” 


Aleks eased his gaze toward the car and back to Jax. As if 
understanding, he inched around and moved quickly toward 
the car. Openly cursing, the same odd words tumbled out as 
he glanced across his ruined machine as he pounded his fist 
on top of the car. 


How the man could see anything in the light Jax would never 
know, but pissed was an understatement. As Aleks ranted 
and cursed, he railed to the heavens. Jax waited patiently as 
Aleks took in ever detail. It wasn’t every day that a multi 
hundred thousand dollar beautiful machine was nearly 
destroyed. 


Suddenly Aleks grew completely silent and utterly still and 
as the warm breeze fluttered across his long locks he turned 
Slowly, his eyes boring into Jax’s. "Forgive my outburst. I’ve 
lost many possessions over the years and there are few | 
truly care about. My cars are certainly one of them.” 


“So whoever did this knew they would cut through your 
heart.” 


“Yas, ” 


“And | believe you have an idea of who that person might 
be.” 


Aleks slid his hands trough his hair yanking it through his 
fingers roughly. “I believe so. One of my students and 
models tried to extort money from me recently.” 


“For sex?” 


His glare turned icy. “I understand your disdain about it 
good detective but you don’t need to patronize me. You 
know what I am as | know what you are. Yes, he wanted 
money for sex and | refused. While you obviously know | 
enjoy the taste of flesh, he was also strung out on drugs and 
my guess is that he would have used the money for the next 
big fix.” 


There was no doubt how much rage was boiling inside the 
man. Aleks seethed from it. He was also well aware that 
John Simons had fresh track marks on his arms so Jax 
decided to take a stab in the dark. “Would that be John 
Simons?” 


Aleks tipped his head back and inched forward. “Of course, 
Detective. What do you know or more to the point, what do 
you think you know?” 


“I know that he’s dead and | Know he was one of your first 
models when you came to Richmond. | also now confirmed 
that Greg Barnes was indeed one of the men you’ve 
photographed recently and | believe his photos were 
highlighted in the gallery. I’m going to suspect that when | 
talk to Brent Taylor’s supervisor on Monday, | may just find 
out why he had to go finding a new gig to supplement his 
income meaning you. | understand you may not remember 
all of your models but how about your lovers?” 


“I’ve had only a few lovers, detective and Greg Barnes 
wasn’t one of them.” 


“Are you trying to tell me you didn’t sleep with John and 
perhaps were angry enough that you needed to take care of 
his blasphemy?” 


Aleks moved closer and stared down into Jax’s eyes. “Are 
you accusing me of something detective? If this boy defiled 
my car-“ 


Jax held his hand up. “This is fresh paint and my guess is 
that you’ve been home no more than an hour and John died 
sometime just before midnight. Whoever did this to your car 
is certainly full of rage but has nothing to do with John. Now, 
can we go inside and talk?” 


Aleks snarled and shook his head as he walked toward the 
outer door. “This is getting out of hand. Your instincts tell 
you I’m not the killer.” 


“My instincts have been known to be wrong. Why do | sense 
there are many things you need to tell me?” 


He turned only slightly and hissed. “You know nothing of 
what you’re talking about detective.” 


“Then you need to tell me. Whoever is killing these kids had 
a vengeance for some reason and one way or the other 
you're smack in the middle.” Jax shook his head. The man 
wasn’t going to budge without being pushed further. 


“You still believe me to be the killer.” 


Jax waited until they topped the stairs to say anything. Out 
of the corner of his eye he could see two shredded large 
envelops on his table and spilling over onto the floor was a 
smattering of what appeared to be pictures. From the way 
Aleks glanced over at them, he wasn’t happy with whatever 
story they told. 


“Would you like a drink, Jax Steele because | could certainly 
use one?” Aleks poured two glasses and strode toward Jax 
shoving the drink in his direction. 


Jax shivered as their fingers touched and what seemed like 
a jolt of electricity shimmied down his spine. 


Aleks’ eyes flew open as the touch lingered. He leaned down 
and allowed his eyes to travel over Jax. “Shefera drambole.” 


Jax scuttled back. "What?” 


“A saying from my country.” Aleks snarled and walked a 
complete circle around him breathing in his scent. “You’re in 
the middle of something fairly dangerous Jax Steele and 
while I’m unable to tell you everything, l'Il tell you enough.” 


“Enough? What the hell is enough, Aleksandr? You will tell 
me everything. | have three dead kids that are directly tied 
to you in brutal crimes that are very sexual in nature with a 
horrific brutality with little clues except for one eyewitness 
that described someone that looked remarkably like you! 
And now you’re eluding to some clandestine dangerous 
what, operation here? You’re spouting a language I’ve never 
heard so | suspect that you’re hiding something. Damnit! 
You're going to come clean or | will press charges Aleksandr. 
| have no choice. In truth, | sent a black and white to pick 
you up and of course you weren’t here. While | can smell the 
scent of sex from a woman, | need for you to tell me where 
you were from about nine thirty tonight and then | need to 
verify those whereabouts. If | can’t then | will arrest you. Are 
we clear?” 


Aleks took a long sip of his drink as he swirled the 
remainder of the liquid in his glass. “Crystal, detective. And 
you're correct that | was enjoying the scintillating flavor of a 
woman, which | do from time to time and I’m certain that 


Felicity will have no problem telling you | was with her from 
about one until almost three this morning.” 


“Felicity?” 


“You will know her as the Mistress Dragon, owner of the 
Dark Towers.” 


“Felicity Jennings, why am | not surprised?” 


Aleks chuckled. “She understands me Jax and makes no 
claims. She can handle what | am.” 


“And what are you?” Jax studied his face and while he 
detected a growing arrogance, he didn’t smell any lies. 
Although so far there was no alibi and there was no doubt 
Aleks was well aware of that.” 


“Tell me Jax, how have you been feeling?” 
“Feeling?” 


“Yes, has your body reacted oddly to anything over the last 
two days?’ 


“You mean since you tried to seduce me?” Saying the words 
sent a wave of nausea slicing into his stomach as if saying 
them meant so much more. 


Aleks raised his eyebrow. “It is what you want Jax and what 
you've been craving but for tonight that’s not what I’m 
talking about.” 


“Then what are we talking about and where were you 
between the hours of nine-thirty and the moment you were 
with Felicity?” 


“Detective, | have many enemies and ones who would if 
given any opportunity destroy all that | have and all that | 
am. I’ve also worked very hard to build something | truly 
love and am not willing to see it go down into flames 
without a fight. That being said, you need my help and 
instinctively you know that I’m not the killer. | have reason 
to believe that someone is trying to not only frame me for 
these murders, but has perhaps a more sinister reason for 
dragging me in the middle of this. | also believe he or she 
will reveal their true designs in the not so distant future and 
while their efforts up to this point have been little more than 
amateurish, there may be someone else pulling the strings. 
So perhaps instead of constantly sparring with one another, 
we should work together or there may be more bodies that 
fall.” 


Jax eyed the man and his conviction and wanted to laugh. 
“Your arrogance is overwhelming. | suggest you continue 
Aleks and tell me why you believe you’re being framed.” 


“Very well.” Aleks strode to the table, picking up a handful 
of photographs. “These were waiting for me when | arrived 
and given the state of my car, my guess would be that the 
person was waiting for me as well.” 


Jax stared down at the shots and each one was more 
damning than the others. “What the hell is this?” 


“This detective is something | believe your killer is behind 
and you're very right that I’m infused right in the middle of 
this.” 


It was the last two pictures that caught his attention. One 
was Clearly of Aleks in an almost embrace with blond 
Subject photographed from the side and the other of himself 
and Aleks in a... Sucking in his breath, Jax swallowed hard. 


“Your recent lovers or what appears to be your lover? The 
positions are compromising enough.” 


“Yes detective. And before you ask, you’re right. The picture 
in your hands is one of the men from the picture you 
showed me the other day.” 


“Brent.” Now the entire connection had been made.” Jax 
studied the pictures and gazed at the perimeter of the loft. 
For the photographer to get a good shot meant he was 
outside on the fire escape. He walked toward the window 
and peered out into the darkness. There was one building 
that might have been used but it would have to be one hell 
of a telephoto lens. The thought simply wasn’t plausible. 
Turning, he scrutinized Aleks’ expression. The man was 
rattled. If the picture was released with he and Aleks even 
appearing as if they were in a compromising position then 
the case could be thrown out. He or she wants us to play 
along. This was nothing more than an ugly game with 
murder as the prize. Was he partially an intended target all 
along? 


“If that is his name. He came to me as a friend of a friend 
and used the name Derek. | quite frankly had no intention of 
using him but I was in a bind and needed a last series of 
pictures. He assured me that he’d modeled before and 
needed the cash. | didn’t detect any drugs on his system so 
perhaps against my better judgment used him. He was very 
green but his body was delicious and he allowed me to get 
some very racy shots as you would call them.” 


“And you seduced him.” 


Aleks took the last swallow of his drink. “I’m not proud of it 
as he had been curious about being with a man but had only 
fooled around. | took advantage of his flowering desires and 


he agreed, his curiosity getting the better of him. It was only 
after we were finished that he broke down. I’ve never seen a 
man cry as hard or bolt as fast. It was almost pathetic.” 


“Pathetic? Well, he might have gotten himself killed because 
he allowed himself to become your lover. Where are his 
pictures?” 


“Still at the gallery | don’t believe anyone purchased his 
little collection. They were very racy and for some far to 
brutal to display.” 


“Well, | think | need to see those pictures, Aleks.” 


“I'll call the gallery when it opens and arrange a private 
showing for you.” 


Jax gazed back at the pictures. Two of the three were dead. 
“You do realize this could be a hit list of sorts.” 


“Yes, and Felicity received a set as well.” 


“And you're telling me that John hasn’t posed for you since 
he left your employ months ago?” Jax fingered the pictures. 
Could there be two killers or was the connection simply 
because all three men looked alike? 


“| assure you, detective. | refuse to get involved with any 
that have drugs. I...can’t handle it,” Aleks looked away. 


Jax caught his look but let it go. “What does Felicity think?” 


“She was pissed at the breach in security. When | returned 
and found these | attempted to call her before you arrived 
but there was no answer.” 


“No answer? You didn’t seem to think that this was an 
important detail?” Jax grew alarmed. 


“Detective, the club is open into the wee hours of the 
morning serving special clients. I’m certain that she would 
just be getting competed with her tasks right now. As far as 
the pictures, if | grew alarmed as many times as I’ve had 
something like this happen, this | would surely lose my 
mind.” 


“I don’t like this, Aleksandr. While you may be used to this 
type of behavior because of your own, there are three dead 
bodies with you as the single direct connection. Your play 
toy could be in jeopardy if for no other reason than that.” 
Jax pulled out his phone and allowed his eyes to settle onto 
Aleks’. “I’m going to have someone check on her and then 
we’re going to talk about who could be doing this.” 


The moment of silence sliced through the heat of their 
anger and finally Aleksandr nodded. 


“Agreed.” 


Jax clipped the phone to his belt. “They’re going to the 
club first and then to her house. l'Il need to talk to the 
Sergeant but | believe that protective custody will be in 
order until this case has been completed. | also called a 
crew to take fingerprints of your car. | doubt the person or 
persons have been careless but we need to make sure. Now 
where were you before you went to the club to see Felicity?” 
Jax flipped through the pictures studying each pose 
carefully. “You need curtains.” 


“I won’t be scared away by a maniac,” Aleks hissed as he 
paced back and forth in his living room. Snarling, he glared 
out the window and fingered the key. Admitting seducing 
Brent might not have been the best course of action but 
even he realized the connections were a brazen threat. 


Jax laughed. “Well, this maniac some pretty damning 
pictures, Aleksandr. He or she could certainly use these to 
his advantage.” 


Advantage. Yes, this could indeed be the case and the 
detective had no idea what the pictures could be used for. 
Aleks cocked his jaw. He hadn’t anticipated Durac’s move at 
all. To have exchanged blood with Detective Steele meant 
he was running scared and the situation with taking the 
amulet had seriously upset the entire regime. Heads were 
going to roll literally. Normally the master of controlling his 
human subjects, it appeared by the remaining essence that 
Durac had gone too far. Jax could be turned easily enough 
and he could be controlled without his intervention. It was a 
bargaining chip. 


“I need to toe the line completely with this investigation. 
There can be no missteps.” 


“I understand that your status could be compromised if 
your office believes us to be lovers.” Damn Durac for putting 
him in this place. He also wondered whether Durac was 
simply angry that he was interested in the good detective. 
Pondering the thoughts was not going to get them any 
closer to finding the killer. Sadly it would mean that he could 
no longer read Jax’s thoughts. Durac wanted an edge. He 
didn’t need to read Jax’s mind to see just how troubling the 
entire situation was for him. The good detective had a 
secret of his own. If Durac was telling the truth and the 


Jicard’s were in town then they might realize how important 
Jax Steele truly is. 


“Aleks, I’m serious about this. We can talk here or we can 
talk downtown.” 


“Yes detective. I’m well aware of what can happen. The 
truth is | was visited by a friend last night and he stayed 
until just before | left for the club.” 


“He?” 


“I assure you one that has nothing to do with this case. An 
old friend from out of town came to see me.” 


“You certain of the timing?” 


Aleks wasn’t certain of anything but it wasn’t time to bring 
the detective into the fold just yet. He would have to 
eventually. “Yes.” 


“He an ex lover of yours?” 
“Why do you ask, detective?” 


“Don’t play games with me here. Someone is either 
coming after your models and perhaps your lady friend 
because they’re unhappy you have chosen another or it’s 
nothing more than a ploy to guide us off the track. | suspect 
you know which it is, Aleksandr.” 


“Durac and | go back to the old country as our families ran 
in the same circles. He was once close to me yes but | grew 
tired of his dark games and decided to make a life of my 
own. He would enjoy being together again but | think no. If 
you're asking if he is capable of murder Detective Steele, | 
believe that he is indeed; however, I’m very keen on his 


presence and he was not here during the first murders.” 
What he wouldn’t tell the detective was seeing Durac with 
another boy. The scent outside wasn’t Durac’s but the old 
words were from the homeland. “Tell me detective, where 
do we proceed from here?” 


Jax sighed. “I need to know more about your art. When did 
you begin planning the gallery event?” 


“Several weeks ago Stuart approached me. | had a couple 
of pieces in his gallery up to that point but he said the 
interest had been picking up and he suggested | have a 
complete showing. He mentioned that several people were 
interested in more.” 


“Did he tell you where the interest came from?” 


“He had certain inquiries on his website and they were 
followed up by a few phone calls.” 


“Tell me Aleks, not undermining the beauty of your art in 
the least, but have you sold many pieces up to now?” 


Aleksandr eyed him and finally sighed. “No Jax, I’ve sold 
few in the states other than to collectors of sorts and you 
met some of them that even flew in for the event. As you 
now understand my art is a different taste. In Europe there 
are many galleries that show and sell these types of pieces 
on a regular basis. Europe has different appetites.” 


“Then did it not surprise you that suddenly you were very 
popular?” 


“It crossed my mind but Stuart assured me that some of 
the clients were from out of town and would travel a 
distance for my work so | didn’t give it another thought.” 
What was the detective getting at? 


Jax walked toward the back of photographs that had been 
stacked against the wall. He flipped through several before 
he spoke. “Perhaps this isn’t about you.” 


“What are you thinking, detective? Are you suggesting 
that someone is using my art to get to me to perhaps get to 
someone else?” 


“I’m suggesting you tell me truly what happens when you 
take these pictures, Aleks. You’re a good looking, creative 
and intelligent man and certainly don’t need to get your 
kicks from the young men you use. No, | don’t believe 
you're the killer but | do think inadvertently you know who it 
is and | also believe you have at least one idea of who it 
might be.” Jax turned and stared into his eyes. “I think we 
have a killer with a horrible sense of humor who’s taunting 
me and baiting you.” 


He certainly wouldn’t put this past the Jicards. Cunning, 
they used every method available to them to gain territory. 
If they were able to take down a future King and his 
Supposed mate along with ruling the city, then what better 
way of taking more than their share. Aleks had led real 
monsters into America. They would have to fight together. 
“You need my help.” As | do yours. While he couldn’t read 
Jax’s thoughts his body language alone was enough to tell 
him that the man was at wit’s end unsure of what to do. 


Jax rubbed his eyes and looked away. “I’m in uncharted 
territory here. Not only have | not dealt with such a violent 
serial killer with such an expedited time frame before but | 
don’t Know enough about you...about this...” 


Hearing the catch in Jax’s voice, he lifted an eyebrow. 
Perhaps finding out more about Jax Steele’s past was a good 
idea. “Allow me to help you, Jax. You need to learn about the 


black art of S & M from the standpoint of experiencing it. | 
can teach you many things.” 


Jax turned and gazed down the length of him, hesitating 
before he spoke. “Don’t get me wrong Aleks, | do need to 
learn but the truth is that whoever took those photographs 
is under the distinct impression you and | are lovers. The 
connection is three men who worked for you giving you 
kinky art. If he’s baiting you then we need to spice up the 
worms. However, | won't use a civilian to move this case 
forward as it’s too dangerous but for whatever reason that 
you are the very center of attention, then so be it.” 


“What are you suggesting detective?” Growing hungry, 
Aleks tamped back his desires sensing Jax was close to 
acknowledging his longings. 


Jax swallowed and shook his head. Rubbing his eyes, a 
long sigh escaped past his lips. “I’m suggesting you teach 
me and use me as a model and then we see where it goes. | 
think the killer might find my representation too good to 
resist. He wants to see us together.” 


Yes, he does. “Interesting thought,” Aleks smiled and 
envisioned tying the sexy man to one of his apparatuses. 
Licking his lips, his cock twitched. This could be the perfect 
way to draw the Jicards in the opening. “You're certain this is 
what you’d like?” 


Jax opened and closed his mouth several times before his 
spoke. “Like? | have no other choices.” 


Aleks cocked his head and sensed that while the majority 
of the idea was based on the case, there was a degree of his 
request that meant clearly Jax wanted to learn and this 
would be the perfect excuse for his soul to be able to accept 
what he craved. Jax Steele could become a hero while he 


took down Aleks’ ultimate enemy. Aleks was also keenly 
aware that playing would allow him to see if Durac was 
telling the truth. “Very well Jax but | don’t take pictures that 
are faked. You should understand that before we begin.” 


“I understand that Aleksandr all too well. | wouldn’t 
suggest this if | believed there to be another way, | assure 
you.” 


“Do you? When we were in my playroom, you were very 
uncomfortable.” Moving forward slowly, he kept his gaze 
locked onto Jax. The man’s heart was racing, his blood 
pulsing and Aleks was as turned on as he’d ever been. 


“| was...unprepared.” 


“And you are now detective for what | have to offer you? 
You're prepared now to face what your body and your mind 
has yearned for | believe for years and to allow yourself to 
relish in the pleasures of a man?” Aleks hovered behind him 
allowing his hot breath to slice across the shimmer of Jax’s 
neck. He could detect Jax’s ragged pulse clearly. He could 
also smell Jax’s hunger, rich and strong and ebbing toward 
needing to be filled and not just from his cravings of the 
flesh. There was too much of Durac’s venom flowing 
through his body. Hissing, Aleks realized that Durac had 
gone too far. Jax would need to be fed soon enough or face 
becoming very ill and while Aleks would love to turn the 
delicious man, it was not yet time and Durac would then 
own him. 


Jax shivered and licked his lips. “I... There’s no other way 
with this case that | can see. The killer is toying with all of 


us, Aleks. The pictures are nothing more than a taunting.” 
He closed his eyes, his body shimmying back and forth. As a 
single sigh pulsed past his lips, he reached out and gripped 
the side window casing, tilting his head to glance into Aleks’ 
eyes only briefly. “Don’t get me wrong, Aleksandr, I’m not 
going to be involved in sex games but the shoot needs to 
look real enough so that the killer believes we are very 
close.” 


“Trust me detective, the shoot will look real indeed. When 
would you like to begin?” 


“Tomorrow night. | want to look at Brent’s photos at the 
gallery today so can you please arrange it with Stuart. | also 
want to have the time to talk with Felicity and see the 
pictures that were sent to her. She may know some things 
that you are not aware of.” 


“Detective, | don’t believe Felicity Knows anything in truth. 
She’s been a good friend and an excellent business partner 
as well as someone | can enjoy pleasure with but | don’t 
confide in her nor does she spend much time with me.” 


“Business Partner? The club?” 
“We are partners, yes.” 


“Very interesting, Aleks.” Walking to a series of painted 
art, Jax stood staring at one in particular. Turning around 
Slowly, Jax studied him carefully. 


It was the look on Jax’s face that intrigued him and for the 
first time, Aleks felt the pull of his people. His powers were 
awakening. As his eyes shifted toward the window, he knew 
they were being watched. “Detective Steele, l'Il call and 
make arrangements with the gallery and then tomorrow 
night, we’ll begin your training.” As Jax tilted his head to 


stare into his eyes, Aleks knew that the acquiescence had 
begun. 


“lII need to take the photographs and | need for you to 
find Stuart as soon as you can. | want to see those 
photographs of Brent. | have a feeling our killer is growing 
very hungry.” 


“Oh detective, there’s no doubt in my mind the killer is 
very hungry indeed.” As he watched the color inflections 
change in Jax’s eyes, he realized the detective wouldn’t 
have twenty-four hours before the biting hunger would 
settle in. The question remained, was Durac truly looking for 
the amulet or was his feeding on Jax another ploy? Either 
way, Aleks knew he was going to keep this bit of information 
private as long as possible. “I'll call him at his home if | need 
to and let you Know. Then l'Il meet you there to answer any 
questions that you might have.” 


Jax nodded and turned to leave. Cocking his head, he 
turned back slowly and stared into Aleks’ eyes. “I’m not who 
you think | am at all. This is only a case to me.” 


Aleks allowed the intensity of the moment to settle into 
both of them. “Have it your way detective but | assure you 
what you'll experience has the potential of not only 
changing your mind but allowing you to appreciate the most 
amazing moment of ecstasy you’ll have in your life. It would 
be a shame to allow your fears to hinder the moment.” 


“I assure you Aleksandr I’m very comfortable in who | am 
but thank you for your concern.” 


As Aleks watched him walk away, he smiled. “I have no 
doubt detective you will belong to me soon enough.” Gliding 
to the painting, he gazed down and pressed his fingers over 


the ancient crest of his people and wondered what it would 
be like to be king. 


Chapter Eleven 


As Jax climbed the front porch steps to his house, his phone 
rang. Gazing down at the display he smiled. Damn he was 
glad to hear a friendly voice. “Hey Amanda, I’ve missed 
you.” 


“I’ve missed you too.” 
Hearing an edge in her voice, he stopped. “What’s up?” 


“My oldy but goody finally gave out on me. Can you give me 
a lift?” 


“Where are you?” He stared down at the large brown 
envelope behind the storm door and immediately his 
hackles were on edge. He opened the door slowly and the 
second his fingers touched the package he had no doubt 
what was inside. “Where are you?” 


“I said | limped my way into a parking lot off Broad Street 
Jax. You’re didn’t hear a thing. What are you doing?” 


Cradling the phone against his shoulder he fumbled to get 
the envelope open. “Sorry, another long night. Give me the 
address and I'll be right there.” He barely caught the 
numbers as he stared at another set of damning pictures. 
“All right. l'Il be there is a few.” Shaking his head he walked 
to the side of the porch and looked around the corner. 
“Damn it to hell. Fuck!” He glided off the porch and walked 
around to the side of the house. There was no way to tell in 
the myriad of stones and straggled grass that anyone had 
been standing in the exact spot yet the view must have 
been magnificent. 


As he stared through the open blinds he cursed. Why the 
asshole had taken photos of him jacking off was at minimum 
interesting but he had a feeling it was nothing more than 
playing being done by the killer. “But why?” If the jerk 
wanted him off the case then he would have sent a series to 
his Sergeant but since he had no ugly messages it meant a 
game. He glared at the other two pictures that had been 
taken with Aleks. “Interesting buddy.” The words sliced 
across the pictures appeared to be from a scarlet sharpie. A 
Faggot Cop - Who Knew... 


The one interesting thing the pictures told him was clearly 
the killer was probably male and definitely homophobic. It 
was time to check every man on the list that had ever 
modeled for Aleksandr. As he reached for the phone, it rang. 
“Mike.” 


“You and | need to work on our communication skills buddy. 
What the hell you doing getting the department to secure a 
hooker?” 


“Felicity is no hooker.” 


“Well ya could have fooled me buddy. What gives the 
princess the need to be saved?” 


“Mike, it’s a long story okay? Is Felicity safe?” 
“She’s fine. Her place is trashed as hell but she’s just fine.” 


Jax rubbed his eyes. Exhausted, every part of his body 
tingled. “Trashed?” 


“As in spray paint all over the place from what | heard and 
boy, what they said about her was pretty interesting.” Mike 
chuckled. 


Jax had a pretty good idea. There was no doubt the freak 
was playing games. “She was never an intended target. But 
she’s okay?” 


“It happened while she was at work. The black and white 
showed up just when she did.” 


“Anything missing?” Jax guessed the snazzy work was the 
same person that trashed Aleks car. 


“Nah. At least not that she could tell from what | was told. It 
wasn’t random though, the shit they wrote on her walls. 
Hey, how the hell did you know there was an issue with this 
chick anyway?” 


“What shit?” Jax flipped through the photos again and 
snarled. One way or the other he was going to take this 
freak down. 


“Something about being a faggot lover and she'll get hers. 
They took pictures and they'll be here waiting for you. She’s 
pretty shaken up about this but from what | heard she’s 
more pissed than anything. From what they could tell, the 
guy must have been laying in wait for her. She was 
Supposed to have been home a good two hours before. 
Maybe he got spooked. One neighbor heard some 
commotion and finally went banging on her door.” 


“Check it out Mike, | got my hands full.” Jax suspected her 
after hours party had saved her life. “Check out every detail 
and make sure they get anything that might even possibly 
be evidence. | doubt he’s made a mistake but we can’t 
overlook anything.” 


“Will do. You need to tell me something to tell the Sergeant, 
Jax. He’s livid and he’s got a big meeting with the Mayor. 
Wants you ass in here pronto so we can compare notes. He 


was screaming something about heads rolling when | came 
out to call you. Plus, he had a visit from Greg Barnes’ 
parents this morning too. They’re thinking of hiring an 
attorney.” 


“For what reason?” 


Mike chortled into the phone. “Get this, supposedly the guy 
called 911 two nights before he was killed cause he saw 
some guy taking pictures of him when he was in the shower. 
When he didn’t get any response he called the precinct 
directly and | guess they refused to send anyone out. Now 
the parents are making a big deal about it.” 


“Interesting.” Jax stared down at the photo collection. So the 
pictures were indeed a prelude to the murders. Another 
souvenir perhaps? “When is the press conference 
scheduled?” 


“Around four | think but I’d get your ass in here sooner.” 


“| gotta pick up Amanda and take her home and then I have 
one stop to make. Tell the Sergeant | have some interesting 
new information.” 


“Well it better be good buddy or | think our asses are ina 
Sling.” 


“Oh, | have a feeling our killer is getting restless and 
stupid,” Jax breathed. 


“Let’s hope so because if one more dead body shows up and 
we still have no real clues, | can tell you we both can kiss 
our careers goodbye, Jax. | strongly suggest you get your 
ass in here as soon as you can.” 


“| hear you, buddy. Did any odd pictures arrive at the 
station, Mike?” 


“What are you driving at?” 


“Just curious. Aleks had a set sent to him that contained 
some interesting racy photos.” 


“Uh-huh. Wait a minute, you talked to him and didn’t bring 
him in? Are you out of your mind?” Mike admonished. 


“I know what I’m doing.” 


“I sure as shit hope you do cause if not you’re going to get 
your ass canned.” 


“I know.” And he wasn’t sure that would be the worst thing 
to happen to him. Jax had no sooner clicked off the phone 
than it rang. An unlisted number flashed across the screen. 
“Detective Steele.” 


“They were purchased by a lone entity.” Aleks rumbling 
timbre skated through the phone. 


“The pictures? All of them?” 


“Every last one in the gallery. They were picked up last 
night.” 


“Isn't that a little odd to have one person purchasing the 
remainder?” Jax had to smile. Whoever the cunning killer 
was might’ve just made a mistake. Either that or the person 
was aware that they were getting close. It was simply too 
juicy to pass up. 


“It is and there has been a request for additional 
photographs as well and a painting. And from the little 


Stuart told me, the requests go beyond what I’m 
comfortable with.” 


“What does that mean?” 


Aleks sighed into the phone, his breath hoarse. “While | do 
enjoy certain proclivities Jax, I’m not one who enjoys certain 
methods of torture and what the unknown purchaser would 
like borders exactly on that.” 


“I don’t like this at all,” Jax hissed, rubbing his eyes. “I don’t 
think this is a good idea.” 


“There’s something else.” 
“And?” Jax heard Aleks breathing heavily. 


“And while Stuart probably didn’t understand, the request 
was clearly stated, a eye for an eye, a soul for a soul.” 


Jax hesitated. 


“You do understand the meaning, don’t you detective?” 
Aleks snarled. “Pictures or more will die.” 


“Make the deal.” As trickles of pure terror raced down his 
spine, Jax knew one thing with certainly. Now they were 
getting somewhere. 


“Unfortunately you don’t understand, detective. | would 
have no models for such acts.” 


No, Jax knew damn well he didn’t understand and in truth 
didn’t want to know but he also was well aware the killer 
was guiding the path of the case in his direction. It was time 
to turn the tables. “He or she is daring you to provide this 
for him, Aleks. He or she is trying to push you into 


something and only you know what that is. | assume he 
wants me to be your model.” 


“Yes, detective and while l'Il make the deal as you say, you 
and | need to come to an understanding of what you'll be 
dealing with. If this goes as far as | think it will need to go, 
then you must learn to trust me and there is only one way 
for that to happen.” 


Jax swallowed and felt the shiver trickle down his spine. 
“Meaning?” 


“Meaning Jax that you will have to succumb to my wills as 
my submissive. There is no other way lest we’ll be 
completely unable to fake the others.” 


Jax held his breath as stars floated in front of his eyes. 
Struggling to calm his pulse, he leaned against the wall and 
closed his eyes as his visions of being taken by Aleksandr 
flashed in the back of his mind. Barely able to breathe, he 
resisted a moan that bubbled to the surface. “l...l 
understand. Make the deal with Stuart and try and find out 
all that you can about the purchaser. l'Il call you later and 
arrange a time for tomorrow night.” 


“Very well but you must place your complete trust in me. 
There can be no other way or you'll run way from what you 
long to taste before | can truly help you share the joy and 
the passion. Don’t take this for granted.” 


Don’t take it for granted? His body shaking, trickles of sweat 
rolled down the side of his face. “Aleks, I’m putting my 
entire career on the line here because of this case. If you so 
much as fuck with me on any of this, | promise you that l'Il 
lock you away for the rest of your fucking life. Do you 
understand me?” 


“More than you know, detective.” 


The moment Jax hung up the phone, a burning wave of 
nausea gripped his entire body and as sweat eased down 
from his temple, he hovered next to the cool slab of the 
building and out of the direct sun. Thoughts of pleasure and 
pain mixed together in nothing more than a carnal moment 
of savagery. Visions of the boys, beaten to shreds and 
gutted by the man, the only other monster he’d known in 
his life would haunt him for the remainder of his life and 
while he’d done everything in his power to wipe them away, 
they were somehow fresh as when they had happened so 
many years ago. How many cases had he avoided for this 
very reason? His eyes opening wide, he realized the killing 
were similar. The subjects were completely different but the 
scenarios remarkably similar. Shaking, he closed his eyes 
willing his heart rate to calm down. 


Visions of the little helpless boy flashed in his mind. “God 
damn it!” As Jax wiped his hand across his slack mouth, he 
said a silent prayer that he had the courage and the 
strength to go through this. “God help me brother that | 
couldn’t save you.” He closed his eyes and leaned his head 
against the siding and for the first time in so very long, he 
allowed the tears to flow. 


KKK 


He watched the couple and smiled to himself. It was 
simply too delicious. As he maneuvered the camera he 
knew he had a gem on his hands. The time was near 
enough where all of this difficult work would come to 
fruition. He wanted nothing more than to have his part of 
the prize. He remained in the shadows and cursed at the 


heat of the day already building to the level of intolerance. 
How he hated the wretched weather in the disgusting city. 


Waiting was insufferable but something that was required. 
Besides, he had a feeling things were going to turn around. 
The little city was obviously terrified as they should be. 
Aleksandr didn’t want something that was so precious and 
so he was going to take what was owed to him and more 
and the revenge he had waited so long to achieve would be 
the most of victory. And the creature wouldn’t Know what hit 
him. Sniffing, he lifted the camera and waited for another 
perfect shot. While this had started out to be entirely about 
Alexsandr, the realization about Jax Steele had driven the 
plan into another gear. Chuckling, he had to admit that 
seeing horror lace the man’s eyes from the intense staging 
efforts was sinful indeed. After all, Detective Jax Steele was 
a killer himself. 


He chuckled and snapped another group of photographs. 
This was nothing more than icing on the cake. And to think 
the good Aleksandr thought he had everyone fooled. Well, 
he would have the last laugh on the delicious vampire and 
out him as the monster in the process. He glanced at the 
pretty female and sighed wondering why he’d never been 
into the fair-haired beauties. She certainly wasn’t stunning 
like the lovely he’d almost tasted but she was feminine and 
even the wafting scent of her perfume stirred certain parts 
of his anatomy surprising him. 


He licked his lips and took several close-ups of her. 
Hmmm...perhaps a taste of her would be in order before the 
game had been concluded. Shivering, he knew what was 
required of him. The hold was too great. No, he needed to 
keep his eye on the entire game as the future of an entire 
race was at stake. “Soon, my dear one, soon enough and it 
will all make sense.” He laughed as he moved back into the 


Shadows further and watched them, relishing in the lover’s 
kiss and the gentle touches that she gave him. She had no 
idea what she was involved with. She also had no idea what 
her man was capable of. As the ravaging hunger sliced 
through his system sending a chill racing into every cell in 
his body, he was certain of one thing, he would indeed be 
victorious and when he won, the family would take him in 
with open arms. 


KKK 


“You can just drop me off at the house. | have enough to 
do there and the tow will take this to my usual garage.” 
Amanda stared at the burly man as he lifted the flatbed. 


“That’s fine if you want. l'Il pick you up for our date later. 
Well, I’m assuming I can get away from the office. The press 
conference might be a bear,” Jax huffed. 


She shrugged. “I know you have no choice, Jax. l'Il make 
some dinner for us and have a bottle of wine or two opened 
just in case.” 


Jax pressed his hand against the side of her face. “Thanks. 
It’s been a hellacious few days and spending a lovely 
evening with you would do my heart some good.” Jax only 
wished it were that easy. He could barely concentrate from 
the throbbing headache. As he rubbed his temples a flash 
grabbed his attention. Lifting his head, he squinted and 
gazed up and down the street. A single glimmer from the 
across the street pulsed into the sunlight. “What the hell?” 


“Jax, you don’t look very good, honey. Are you coming 
down with something? You’re sweating way too much.” 
Amanda wrapped her fingers around his arm. 


“No, I’m fine...really.” He swallowed hard as his heart 
raced and he tried to make out what he was seeing. Fora 
split second his vision was crystal clear and he could make 
out the lone figure. Horrified and furious, he took off without 
thinking dashing across the street. He could hear Amanda’s 
voice in a distant tunnel as it wrapped around him like a 
noose. Suddenly he couldn’t feel his feet as he tried to cross 
the street. Flashes of light swirled around him in dazzling 
patterns and at that moment he was no longer sure if he 
was Standing or not. He tried to speak as his vision cleared 
and for a split second, the man stood staring at him with 
black eyes. 


“You're becoming very hungry. You'll need to feed. If you 
don’t you'll die. The time will come that you need to choose 
carefully Detective Steele for your life, as you know it, is 
about to change. Don’t fight what you. In time you'll 
understand. In time...” 


“Jax! L...0...0...K 0...U...01" 


Somehow her voice dragged him out of the depths of the 
vision and slammed him back into reality just as the sound 
of the honking horn and screeching tires jerked his head to 
the side. The truck barely missed him as he tumbled 
forward. 


“Jax! Jax!” Amanda raced across the street and fell to her 
knees. “What the hell was that? You almost got yourself 
killed. Jesus Christ! It was like you didn’t see or hear 
anything. | was calling your name. What the hell were you 
running after anyway?” 


“Did you see which way he went?” 


“What are you talking about? Who?” 


Jax struggled to sit and grabbed his chest. His heart was 
pounding into his ears. There was no one within sight. “The 
man. He had long blond hair and was dressed in black. You 
didn’t see him?” 


“Did you hit your head or something? | think you really are 
coming down with something honey. Let’s get you to my 
place and l'Il take care of you.” 


“No! No...this is important. “Did you see where the guy 
went, Amanda?” The man had spoken to him but how? Had 
the guys said anything? Shaking, he swallowed and 
controlled his breathing. 


Amanda brushed the moist locks of hair from his eyes and 
shook her head. “Honey, you know my vision is damn good. 
There was no one here at all. | have no idea what you were 
seeing but there was no one.” 


Jax stared into the shadow of the building and shook his 
head. “No Amanda, there was. | have no doubt the monster 
was here.” The only problem was, he had just entered the 
beast’s realm and he had no idea how the hell he was going 
to get himself out of it. As he thought about the words that 
still lingered in his mind, he grew terrified. What in the hell 
was really going on and who the hell was the man behind 
the mask of shadows? 


KKK 


Jax and Mike had their backs against the wall as Mayor 
Grant berated the entire department, raking their lack of 
prudence, their misuse of company funds and their basic 
stupidly in front of Sergeant Sikes who stood stoic as he 
always did when the Mayor popped his ugly head into an 


investigation. He wasn’t sure about his decision to come 
clean about the pictures sent to Aleks but he had no choice. 
Hiding evidence would only put another nail into his pre- 
built coffin. 


“I assure you Mayor Grant that we're doing everything we 
can to bring this investigation to a conclusion. We have the 
best men on the job and all the boys in blue have been 
working around the clock to try and solve this case.” 
Sergeant Sikes was furious, a blazing crimson haze from 
hearing the ugly words rushed from his neck into his cheeks. 


Jax wiped his eyes and could tell his pulse was still racing 
from before. Somehow he was able to block out the ugly 
words and envision the face. There was no way it was 
Aleksandr. Damn if it didn’t look like him. However, the 
single glimpse of the man hadn’t afforded him enough of a 
look to be certain. The bone structure somehow seemed 
wrong. 


“Detective Steele!” 


“What?” He glared at the Sergeant before realizing he’d 
been asked a question. “Yes?” 


“The Mayor was asking why you have protective custody 
ordered for the owner of the Dark Towers. She certainly 
doesn’t fit the other victims.” Sergeant Sikes cocked his 
eyebrow. 


“I have reason to believe she was an intended victim.” Jax 
eyed the folder containing the pictures on his desk. He had 
hoped to keep them private a bit longer. 


“Why the hell do you think that?” The Mayor’s rumbling 
voice echoed throughout the room. 


“Her place was broken into and trashed,” Mike added. 
“And that gives merit to this?” Mayor Grant laughed. 


Jax shook his head and walked toward his desk. 
Fortunately he had placed the pictures of him into an 
envelope. He was not yet ready to give up his plan with 
Aleksandr. At minimum he would get a reprimand and 
possibly could lose his job, as there was no way to avoid the 
fact Aleks was the only suspect they had. Yet every ounce of 
his cop instincts said the man wasn’t the killer, even after 
seeing his dead ringer only a few hours before. “These were 
sent to Aleksandr Vasiliev last night only moments before 
his car was trashed. These were sent to Felicity Jennings 
around the same time and from what | understand, Greg 
Barnes has a peeping Tom trying to take pictures of him as 
well. This is a picture of Greg Barnes and we believe this to 
be a picture of Brent Taylor, although I’ve been trying to 
confirm. This is clearly John Simons in the picture without a 
doubt.” He handed the various pictures to the three men 
and watched Mike’s eyes narrow as he stared at them. 


Mike lifted his head and gave him a cross look. “This looks 
like the writing on Felicity’s wall.” He walked to his desk and 
gathered the pictures, handing them to Jax. “Seems buddy 
that you and | need to work more closely together.” 


Sergeant Sikes glanced from one to the other. “I believe 
the protection is justified. However, you boys need to 
develop a plan. Who is this kid?” 


“Which one?” Jax asked. 


“This one? It’s clearly not Greg or John and | highly doubt 
its Brent Taylor. The hair is curlier.” Sergeant Sikes handed 
the photograph back to Jax. 


Jax eyed it carefully admonishing himself for not noticing 
the differences before. The boy was still blond and 
remarkably similar. Which stack had the picture been in? 
“You're right. | don’t know.” 


“Another victim?” Mike asked. 


“The pattern is there. Damn it!” How the hell could he 
have been so stupid and lost so much time? If the kid was 
out there then he had a target on his back. 


“This is exactly what | mean! You aren’t working together 
and there could be a kid in danger out there! | should have 
all of you fired!” Mayor Grant bellowed. 


Sergeant Sikes held up his hand. “Mike, scan it and run it 
through the data banks.” It may be a long shot but we got 
to try. Jax, it seems Aleksandr Vasiliev is directly in the 
center of this as you presumed. Have you questioned him?” 


“I have and | don’t believe he is the killer.” While Jax tried 
to say the words with conviction, he cringed seeing the 
faces in the crowd. 


“He’s a known homosexual and has a vague past.” Mayor 
Grant laughed. 


“He’s a well known artist from a very well do to European 
family with a highly educated background that would put 
yours to shame, Mayor Grant. In addition, he’s a well- 
respected businessman that owns property and a partial 
business in this town. Not only have | completed a full 
investigative background check on the man but | certainly 
have done my homework on his whereabouts these past few 
nights including being at his gallery showing. No disrespect 
Mayor Grant, but I think | am in a far better position to 
determine whether he is a suspect or not.” Jax narrowed his 


eyes and glared at the Mayor. Not his usual behavior, Jax 
had nothing and yet everything to lose. 


A quiet settled into the room and for long moments no one 
said anything. 


Sergeant Sikes cleared his throat. “Does this mean you 
have a plan?” 


“It does. | need to put the pieces together but | believe 
these photos are simply drawing a picture as part of the 
riddle. The killer wants us to believe in these clues far too 
much. | believe he has something else planned and his 
movements and timing are becoming expedited.” Jax eyed 
the Mayor who wore his disdain clearly. 


“Then | suggest you get to it. The press conference is only 
going to be the beginning of the political nightmare if we 
don’t get something soon and you know this, Jax,” Sergeant 
Sikes said as he crossed his arms. 


“More than you know Sergeant.” 


“All right. Get back to work and keep me abreast and Jax, 
get some damn sleep. You look like bloody hell. Mayor 
Grant, l'Il be handling the conference this afternoon. Would 
you like to be by my side?” 


Jax used the opportunity to slink away. He had to give the 
Sergeant credit. He knew how to tame the savage beast 
with the Mayor and even though the press was going to rake 
them over the coals, the Mayor would get face time on 
television and perhaps leave them the hell alone for a little 
while anyway. He shook his head and walked toward his 
desk, stopping short as he watched Mike’s face turn stone 
cold. Mike had the pictures of that had arrived at his house 


in his shaking hands. “Mike, | can explain this, I- It’s not 
what you think.” 


Mike cocked his jaw and said nothing for several minutes. 
He gazed back and forth at each picture and then finally 
looked into Jax’s eyes. “It seems buddy that the killer is 
more interested in you than anything else. What is it that 
you aren’t telling me? What is it that Aleksandr is not telling 
you?” 


“What are you getting at, Mike? Just spill it. | Know how 
damning those photographs look and | assure you, it’s not 
what you think but go on and tell me what’s on your mind.” 


Mike stood and laid the pictures down, leaning forward so 
no one could hear him. “I don’t quite frankly care if you’re 
fucking a football team, Jax. The fact remains that the killer 
iS more interested in you than anything else. Have you ever 
thought maybe your past is coming back to haunt you? After 
your rather ridiculous behavior these past couple of days | 
read the report on that case you were involved in.” 


While Jax wanted to be angry, he couldn’t. He was 
surprised the Sergeant hadn’t picked up on the likeness. Jax 
paled, feeling the hit of nausea again. “Yeah, unfortunately | 
have and yeah, there are too many similarities.” 


“Maybe we’re looking in the wrong place and the killer has 
something do to with the murders in the past.” 


“Think about this Mike. How would the killer know I'd be 
put on the case?” 


Mick clicked his jaw. “Because you take all the worst cases 
no matter how grizzly trying to make up for...” Looking away 
he shook his head. 


“Say it, Mike. Tell me I’m a fucking murderer!” Jax 
slammed his hand onto his desk. 


As several officers looked in their direction, Mike put his 
finger over his lips. “You know damn well that’s not what I’m 
saying. Hell, who volunteered to take you on as a partner 
after all the shit that went down the pike? Me! In case you 
forgot you sorry son of a bitch, | care about you! You’re not 
acting like yourself at all. Maybe you need to be...” 


“What, Mike? Taken off this case? You don’t trust me any 
longer? Is that what you’re saying?” His rage building, Jax’s 
body shook. Stars floated across his eyes and he could 
barely breathe. 


“God damn it! Think about this. You’re going off half 
cocked by yourself with a mysterious guy with a shadowy 
past that’s still on the suspect list. You’re forgetting about 
vital pieces of evidence and you look like you’ve been 
beaten with a baseball bat. Something has to give here.” 


Jax knew his partner was right. He’d fought to push the 
past behind him for so long. Maybe this was God’s way of 
forcing him to deal with the horror. “I understand. Let’s find 
out whom this other boy is and if there’s anything special 
about the paint. I’m still working on the carving that was 
found on the bodies and | have a lead. | still think Aleksandr 
is the key.” 


Mike hesitated as he narrowed his eyes. “Then | suggest 
you do something about this. The murders are escalating 
and whatever is happening is taking a direct toll on you. Get 
it together, partner. | need you.” Strolling out of the office, 
Mike shook his head. 


Swallowing hard, Jax sighed. Goddamn he felt like shit. 


“You have to have some idea who purchased them, 
Stuart.” 


“I’m telling you Aleksandr that | don’t. | was just as 
Surprised as you are about the amount of money that was 
wired from the Cayman Islands, as it is more than the asking 
price. My assistant handled the deal when | was away. | was 
equally surprised at the requests of what they want. You 
know these types of photographs we can’t show. The public 
would be incensed and I'd be shut down. The request is 
bordering on snuff shots.” 


“I’m not going to tell you that l'Il provide these kind of 
pictures period, Stuart. I’m an artist but I’m not sure that is 
something that | want to get involved in let alone try and 
find a suitable set of models.” Aleks glared at the wire 
transfer information. He knew damn well that the person or 
persons behind the transaction wouldn’t be located. That 
was the nature of the beast. The question was, why? 


“Then l'Il turn the deal down. You have many of your other 
clients that have already put in orders from Friday night. 
Perhaps you should concentrate on providing for them 
instead of allowing this to go forward. Granted the money is 
Significant.” 


Aleks raised his eyebrow and watched as Stuart inched 
back, his eyes darting to the floor. “Make the deal but there 
is a caveat to them getting what they want. | require 
meeting them in person.” 


Stuart choked. “They are willing to pay three million 
dollars for ten photographs and one painting Aleksandr 


which is at least five times your asking price and you want 
to change their game plan?” 


“Ah, but it’s not a game plan, it’s a game dear man and | 
don’t enjoy playing childish games. If they’re hungry enough 
for what | have to offer, they'll come to terms with my 
counter offer. If not, nothing lost.” Aleks hissed. When he 
found the people he would be more than curious and for 
some reason he knew instinctively that this was nothing 
more than another game piece. 


Stuart glided toward the computer shaking his head. “For 
an excellent artist and businessman, you certainly throw me 
sometimes.” 


“I meet them or no doing, Stuart. While | appreciate your 
concern, let me worry about this.” Aleks turned to go. 


“Were you able to secure a model with dark hair. Don’t 
you almost always use blonds?” 


Eyeing Stuart’s cagey motions he wondered if the little 
man was scraping off the top. “I have models in all flavors. 
Please don’t worry. | have a suitable one in mind and he'll be 
exactly what the client needs.” Licking his lips, hunger 
rushed his system. The game was getting far too dangerous 
but he had to admit, for the moment he was enjoying what 
was playing out. 


“When can | tell them to expect the photographs?” 


“Tell them within a few days. As long as they agree to 
meet with me, they can have all that they desire.” 


“All right, Aleks. | hope you know what you're doing. | 
really do.” Stuart tipped his head and smiled, worry 
furrowing his brow. 


“I enjoy playing with fire Stuart and you’re well aware of 
that.” Aleks emitted a low growl. 


Stuart sighed. “I guess I’m finding that out, Aleks. By the 
way, did you know three of your models have been 
murdered?” 


“How were you made aware of that?” 


“Press conference concluded right before you walked in. 
Damn it, the killings sounds horrible to me. | think all of 
Richmond is going to be terrified of this monster.” 


A sudden flash of something Stuart was thinking filtered 
through his mind. It seemed Stuart understood both human 
monsters and creatures of the night. The knowledge might 
prove to be useful. “Monster indeed Stuart. You’re so very 
right about that I’m afraid.” Leaving the thought hanging in 
the air, Aleks walked out of the gallery. It was a matter of 
seconds before he felt the presence. “Let the real games 
begin.” 


Durac laughed. “You no longer trust me then dear old 
friend.” 


“It’s not a matter of trust, Durac. | know of your old ways. 
You're still scheming for something. You certainly didn’t 
come to take me back to the throne out of the goodness of 
your heart. The promises made to you must have been 
glorious indeed.” 


Smiling, Durac nodded. “You know me well, brother. While 
| rather enjoy our little mind games Aleksandr, | have no 
time to be insulted or to continue to play them. | came to 
find you to warn you.” 


“Warn me? This | must hear.” Aleks stared at his maker 
and knew there was a glimmer of truth in his statement but 
it wasn’t something that Durac cared to involve himself in. 
He relished and craved watching others suffer. 


“I believe I’ve located the person responsible for taking 
the amulet.” 


“What does that have to do with me, Durac?” 


“It has something to do with someone in your flock that 
has betrayed you.” 


Aleks shook his head. “As usual you speak in riddles. | 
have no more time for games. | have no flock here and you 
know that.” 


“Aleksandr, there is one who has sights on taking you 
down. | haven’t figured out all the details yet but | presume 
they are working with the Jicards and may have been for a 
very long time.” 


“If there is one intent on taking me down Durac, | dare say 
it’s you. I’m well aware of all of your scheming.” He turned 
his back and walked away. 


“Scheming?” 
“What do you hope to gain by turning Jax Steele?” 


“Well well, your powers are returning. Good to see, dear 
friend. All right. l'II admit that | wanted to be the only one to 
be able to read his mind and to keep tabs on you. | never 
intended on going that far.” 


“Your rage will get you killed one day,” Aleks hissed. 


“And you'll be dead within the week Aleksandr if you don’t 
listen to me. The one that has betrayed you has the amulet 
and if I’m correct the branding potion around it.” 


“The branding potion?” Aleks turned quickly. The two 
together were the only items capable of placing their kind 
into a state of complete suspended animation for as long as 
the puppeteer determined and the meaning was for 
purposes of torture. This was a well known terror that kept 
the pieces locked away. They were not held in the same 
location and for both to be gone had taken extraordinary 
planning. Owning both would allow for a complete power 
transfer. To have both stolen meant ruin and damnation and 
the new owner would inflict their own level of hell onto the 
others. He had been told early on of the beginnings of the 
vampire and the wars that were fought and lives, both 
human and vampire, lost in the bloody battles. “You chose 
not to tell me this information, why?” 


“Because | needed to know that both were taken by the 
Same person and | needed to make sure that you hadn't 
turned and betrayed the family.” 


“Me?” Aleks threw his head back and laughed but the idea 
held some merit. What better candidate than to take over 
all that the others sought. After all during the time of 
Passing they would all be equals for a short period of time. 
“And what do you believe?” 


“That you’re just as arrogant as you were when you fled 
and that you have no desire for power. That’s both good and 
damning, Aleks and as you can well imagine, if this 
information alone gets into the wrong hands, our family will 
be humiliated or destroyed.” 


“As they rightfully should be.” 


Durac grew angry and as he glided toward Aleks, he 
hissed. “No matter what you believe Aleks, you’re one of us. 
Do you seriously believe that these murders on foreign soul 
are some random act of either a rogue human or vampire?” 


“No, | don’t but I believe there are enough things you're 
not telling me that leads me to believe you’re behind these 
blatant acts,” Aleks hissed, rage building in his system. 


Durac laughed and threw back his head. “Your arrogance 
will be your death. Have you truly forgotten why you were 
chosen in the first place? Have you forgotten all of your 
teachings? Have you forgotten what you mean to all of us? | 
understand your anger toward me but you cannot have 
forgotten.” Barely an inch from Aleks’ face, he pinned his 
dark gaze and remained silent. 


“What are you trying to tell me?” 


“I’m trying to tell you that you can no longer hide from 
what and who you are. You must take your place. They 
found you. I’ve confirmed their arrival.” 


“They as in the Jicards or do you really mean you? It’s you 
who has come to take me back or to slaughter me in the 
process if | refuse.” 


Durac placed his hand on Aleks’ shoulder. “No matter 
what wrongs | did to you for years because of my hunger for 
you, we have to work together now and you have to trust 
me. I’ve come to protect you only, Aleksandr. For the one to 
fall, you must rise.” 


The old sayings he had grown weary of centuries before. 
“Why would you protect me Durac, why?” 


Durac closed his eyes and looked away. “Because | 
created this or at least fell into the trap that has damned all 
of us. Not only did | place the family directly in the path of 
danger but also put the contract out on your life ina 
manner of speaking. Sadly | allowed my love to help betray 
all that | love and believe in. For all the horrors you believe 
I’ve inflicted, you know what the family means to me.” 


“Meaning you found me and told others?” 
“Yes,” Durac groaned. 
“What other secrets are you holding, Durac?” 


Durac hesitated. “Ones that could mean that we're all lost. 
Please listen to me. There’re so many things you need to 
understand. Your destiny and mine were entwined before we 
even met and somehow you knew that. Your senses were 
always keen. Every day you raged against the machine not 
understanding and | know | was wrong to keep something 
from you. That tore you apart even more than the pain 
inflicted by my hands. My family fought to find yours for 
centuries and while we tried to do the right thing, the 
horrors of the time forced your family apart. | know you’re 
bitter about that but we have to work together now to 
regain the amulet and you must take your place.” 


“Family. Riddles. Amulets. | want nothing of it.” Aleks 
threw up his hands. He knew little of his birth family other 
than the tidbits told to him as a child yet he craved a real 
family. The vampires had been there to fill certain needs but 
never the ones of the heart. When he was taken from the 
only place he knew as a home he hadn't been able to fight 
back. Broken, he was barely existing. “You have come back 
here to force me to come with you to what, marry?” The 
mere thought of taking any place in front of the family was 


too much to bear. Unfortunately choices would have to be 
made. 


Durac looked away. 


“You need to tell me the entire truth or | swear to you 
Durac l'Il slaughter you as | should have centuries before. 
When you took my life and the life of my wife, | should have 
killed you.” 


Durac stared into his eyes for several moments before 
walking toward the window. “I didn’t kill Sasha. | swear to 
you on the royal oath of our family. But | Know who did.” 


“Lies from you | don’t need.” Just hearing her name 
brought a slice of longing into his blackened heart. 


“I’m not lying. You were allowed to live as human even 
though I was required to be your guardian. Somehow the 
family thought it was best. You weren’t going to be turned 
until after...you had a child.” 


Tipping his head, Aleks inhaled deeply. While he’d known 
of the protection from the family and had accepted Durac’s 
guardianship, he’d never intended on being turned. The old 
horror swept his system. Seeing Sasha’s face in his mind 
sent a dagger into his heart. “Go on.” 


“You see, you were always the one. We thought hiding you 
in plain site was best but the Jicards found out and had 
Sasha taken and killed. | did everything in my power to find 
her and...” 


“Finish it!” Shaking, echoes bounced in Aleks’ ears. 


Durac turned and spoke quietly. “They destroyed her to 
the point | couldn’t even turn her. They...knew that she 


was...that she was pregnant.” 


“What?” Stumbling against the wall, Aleks held in the 
cries. Nothing could have prepared him for the news. 
“What?” 


“It’s true. | swear it. | never told you because of the state 
you were in.” 


“And then you turned me into a monster and used my 
body, why because you thought you could become my mate 
and we’d share a Surrogate together?” Pacing back and 
forth, Aleks snarled. “To think I trusted you once.” 


“Aleks, | turned you to save your life as you were 
threatening to take your own. | fell in love with you and | 
was wrong to drag you into the depths of my needs but | 
loved you and now you love another so | was angry and yes, 
| took it out on the detective. I’m sorry.” 


Aleks grew weary of the game and of his lies. He roared as 
he took three long strides toward him. “Lies! | am sick of 
your fucking lies! You know that he’s a man of honor and a 
man trying to solve this ridiculous frame that | am in the 
middle of and yet...” 


“I know what he means to you Aleks as there are only a 
handful of humans in the world you can begin the mating 
process with. | also know that not only is he completely 
unaware of this but the time of Passing has already been 
started and your detective is a part of it! The Jicards know it. 
Your hunger for the human sent the information clearly 
enough. God, you were a fool!” Durac snapped. “You know it 
as well as | do. He’s your mate for God’s sake and the 
Jicards will stop at nothing to take him so that you’re force 
to betray your family. Don’t you see? Open your eyes and 
your mind.” Hissing, Durac tipped his head back and roared. 


“How am | to believe you after all you did to me?” 


Durac moved to within four inches of Aleks. “Take my 
hand, Aleksandr. The Force of Airn cannot allow a lie. Be as 
one with me for a moment and you'll see all that you need 
to see. Don’t allow your arrogance and your innocence to 
what is at hand and at stake to fool you into thinking I’m 
your enemy. You and | are the only creatures of our family 
that can stop this. The Elders have spoken and yet they’re 
hindered by all that’s transpired and by my lack of 
judgment. Too many things were kept from you because we 
believed that would protect you. That is something that may 
have cost us everything. Please my lover, take my hand.” 
Holding out his hand, Durac nodded. “Please.” 


Aleks hesitated. For him to offer the single truth telling 
between them meant they were in trouble. So many things 
had indeed been kept from him over his many centuries of 
being trained and kept and used by the regime, the only 
family that he had known since the brutal murder of his 
wife. He could barely remember her any longer and yet her 
sweet voice, frail and lovely filled his nights with angst. She 
haunted him with her innocence and her beauty and her 
death and now the death of their baby. If Durac didn’t kill 
her, then he would hunt down and finally kill the one that 
did. Tempting fate was not his strong suit, yet he reached 
out his hand and grasped Durac’s and in that moment, the 
visions of the past tumbled into his mind like the wide 
opening of a faucet spilling into his mind. All the horrors 
inflicted and all of the damnation he’d given the family had 
been because of damning lies. In the vision he saw Sasha's 
body just as Durac had found her. The truth of her death 
was finally revealed. Aleksandr’s body shook as the vivid 
visions danced in front of his eyes. This was too much to 
bear. 


When Durac let go of his hand, he stumbled backwards 
from the sheer power that wrapped around them like an 
electrified blanket. When Durac was finally able to speak, 
his voice was barely a whisper. “Do you now believe in your 
destiny?” 


Aleksandr trembled and stared at Durac. “What must we 
do?” 


“Is your detective a willing partner in a sense up to this 
point?” 


“He’s unaware of anything but the hunger is within him. 
He’ll need to be fed, the spell erased or turned. | fear l'Il 
lose him.” 


“Then you know what you must do. Set the trap. Jax 
Steele is more of a player than he could ever understand.” 


“I know what must be done, Durac.” And Aleks feared the 
outcome with every part of his body and soul. He couldn’t 
lose the man he’d grown so fond of. 


“Aleksandr, be careful as you’ve not been involved with 
our lifestyle for long enough that your powers are weak. The 
Dragarn Dumas must be secured or all is truly lost.” 


Aleks fought the shivers that threatened to consume him. 
Why had he never picked up on this? Why had they kept so 
many things from his life? “I will do what must be done, 
nothing more and nothing less.” 


“Good.” Durac turned. 


“Nikolay isn’t just my enemy, is he?” 


Sighing, Durac said nothing for a time. “Let’s get through 
this first and we'll talk more.” 


After Durac left, he sagged against the wall as bitter red 
tears of blood cascaded down his cheeks. And from 
somewhere a sweet voice called to him, forgiving. Sadly, he 
had no doubt who the betrayer was and he couldn’t allow 
the deed to go unpunished. Nikolay. 


Chapter Twelve 


“You look terrible, honey. Jesus. Come in.” Amanda opened 
the door and took Jax’s hand. “Did you stay for the press 
conference?” 


Jax was bone tired and hadn’t found out anything new in the 
hours he had been staring at the computer. “I heard it but | 
was working on other things.” 


“It was pretty ugly, l'Il tell you that much. Your Sergeant 
handled himself well but boy, the questions were direct.” 


“Course they are and why wouldn’t they be?” 


“God you sound discouraged. Come on and let’s get you a 
glass of wine at least. | made some lasagna.” 


“Just the wine right now. I’m not sure if | could eat 
anything.” He trailed behind her into the kitchen. Usually 
the wondrous smells of her Italian cooking made his mouth 
water. On this night, it was revolting. What the hell was 
going on with him? 


“God, you look green. Drink this and sit down before you fall 
down.” Amanda shoved a glass of wine into his hand and 
took a sip from her own. “Can you talk about any of it?” 


“You know | can’t and you don’t want me to anyway. It’s 
almost more than | can handle though.” Jax’s hand shook as 
he took a gulp of his wine. 


“So there are three now?” 


“So far.” Jax hoped like hell they would find the other kid. 
The recognition software did a pretty damn good job of 
isolating his features but none of the databases had turned 
up anything on him. Something continued to nag at him. 
He’d seen the kid somewhere. 


“That sounds ominous. Do you have any idea at all who the 
killer is? Is that artist really involved?” 


“Aleks isn’t the killer. I’m sure of that.” 
“It’s Aleks now?” Amanda chortled and took a long sip. 


“What is it about the man you find so reprehensible?” Jax 
could clearly see her disdain for him. 


“I don’t know, Jax. | obviously don’t know him personally but 
his art is disgusting to me. The entire situation gave mea 
creepy feeling the other night. That’s all. Nothing against 
him at all really.” 


“I’m not one hundred percent sure about him either. But | 
don’t think he’s the killer. In fact | think he’s in danger.” 


“What are you and Mike going to do?” Amanda asked. 


“| have a couple of ideas I’m exploring, but at this moment 
I’m so tired | can barely think.” 


She inched forward and rose onto her tiptoes, kissing his lips 
softly. “You hungry?” 


Jax smiled and placed his arm around her waist, drawing her 
in close. “Not for food.” He fumbled and set his wine down 
onto the counter and taking the back of her head into his 
hands, crushing her lips against his. He pushed his tongue 


into her wet mouth and tilted her head back allowing the 
wafting scent of her musky perfume to fill his nostrils. 


She moaned into the kiss as she wrapped her arm around 
him. 


He could taste the subtle remainder of merlot and a hint of 
the garlic from tasting and relished in the warmth of her 
body nestled so tightly against his. Their tongues entwined 
sending delicious jolts of desire into his belly. He pressed his 
crotch into her stomach, the hardness causing every muscle 
in his body to ache to be inside of her. He caressed her back 
gently, tracing circles around her shoulder blades as he 
ground his cock into her. 


Breaking the kiss, Amanda sighed, her lashes fluttering 
furiously over the shimmer lingering on her flushed cheeks. 
“My, | think you missed me.” 


He purred and kissed the tip of her nose. “Of course | did.” 


“| have a suggestion. | bought some naughty new bath 
beads for the tub. What if | run us a nice hot bath perhaps 
before dinner? A little Kenny G on the Ipod, refresh the 
wine...Ammm?” She grinned mischievously and inched 
away, swinging her hips back and forth provocatively. 


“You're one very wicked woman and | love your idea.” 


“All right. l'Il go fill the bath with bubbles, light some candles 
and set the mood and your job is to open up another bottle 
of wine and get prepared for me to jump your bones.” She 
giggled and inched back from him slowly. Her smile was 
playful and inviting. 


“Sounds perfect. l'Il be up in a few.” 


“You better or l'Il come and find you and you know what l'Il 
do to you don’t you?” 


Jax laughed. “No, please tell me.” He hadn’t seen much of 
her playful side and it was one that he loved. Their 
respective jobs not only kept them busy but it had become 
difficult to be anything but casual with each other and for no 
other reason than they were both tired and involved in 
many aspects of their respective lives. It was also difficult 
for him to delve into anything permanent. Not with the 
vicious memories haunting every day. 


“I'll soank that sexy little ass of yours.” As if to demonstrate, 
she fluttered around him, slapping him on the ass before 
moving out of the room and turning to stare into his eyes. 
"Five minutes, okay?” 


“Don’t worry, five minutes. | don’t want to get spanked by 
you.” He watched her walk down the hallway and when she 
was out of sight, he realized he’d been holding his breath. 
The case had already taken so much out of him that he 
didn’t feel like himself at all. Instead, he felt like the shell of 
the man he once was. Rubbing his eyes, he walked to the 
back window and stood staring out at her lovely back deck 
imagining long nights of shared intimacy and while the 
thought seemed appropriate, it left him hollow. 


Her house in the Fan district was warm and inviting and a 
real home, one in which he remembered having in what 
seemed like such a long time ago. Amanda had toyed with 
asking him to move in. The thought somehow put a catch 
into his heart and mind. He wanted nothing more than to be 
close with someone again and to share real intimate 
moments and wondrous cozy evenings in front of a fire 
while the snow fell outside in soft icicles. He thought of his 
daughter and wondered just what she was doing that night 


and prayed to God that her mother wasn’t completely 
turning her against him. 


The dim light of the early evening cast ominous shadows 
across her lawn accentuating the intimate portions of her 
yard and was somehow soothing to his ragged nerves. He 
smiled as he leaned his head against the glass. 


The figure darted quickly from the furthest bushes drawing 
his attention immediately. “What the hell?” It was the slight 
glimpse of long blond hair that sent shivers racing down his 
spine. Tiny beads of perspiration fluttered down from his 
brow and into his eyes and as he tried to wipe the salty 
droplets away, the figure moved again. Jax strained to try 
and see what he or she was doing. Could it be a neighbor? 
Possibly, but every nerve ending in his body told him 
otherwise. He inched toward the back door as he kept his 
eyes pinned on the portion of the lawn that banked the back 
fence. “Who the hell are you and what do you want?” 


The figure sprinted in front of the small out building and 
stood with his arms crossed staring toward the house. The 
light breeze from the early evening fluttered through the 
long hair and as he tilted his face, a daring smile crossed his 
face. 


Jax froze and realized the man was grinning, beckoning him 
to come outside. No, he was daring him to come outside. He 
turned back toward the back hallways and heard the 
beginning of the soft jazz music. His hands shaking, he 
tentatively opened the door and walked outside. Suddenly 
the figure disappeared. 


“Jax, you belong to me.” 


He turned toward the soft male voice that reverberated 
across the bank of low shrubs as his heart thumped into his 


chest. Had he really heard a voice? 
“Over here Jax Steele. Come to your destiny.” 


He closed his eyes and turned again, this time seeing the 
man standing barely thirty feet from where he stood. “What 
do you want?” Jax could barely recognize his own whisper it 
was so hoarse and scattered. His mouth was cotton dry and 
as he tried to lick his lips he realized they were suddenly 
swollen. What was happening? 


The figure laughed and cocked his head. “You know exactly 
what | want, Jax. | want all of you. | want the man that you 
are to be. | want the man that is supposed to be.” 


“| don’t understand.” 


“Come Jax and allow me to shower you with the 
understanding of your destiny.” 


“My destiny? What the hell are you talking about?” 


The figure laughed. “Why dear man, your destiny is to be 
with me. I’m here to claim your very soul.” 


Jax shivered uncontrollably as the words fluttered into the 
depths of his core being. Hearing echoes he couldn’t 
breathe as the mere thought both mesmerized and terrified 
him and somewhere in the back of his mind he knew could 
sense a future very different from his own. As he began 
Shaking, he felt the hand on his arms, tugging. Pulling. He 
jerked it away. “No...no | don’t want what you are offering.” 


” 


“Jax. 


“No!” He turned quickly and for a moment couldn’t 
understand what his eyes were attempting to focus on. The 


stifling chill was unlike any he had ever experienced in his 
life. As it trickled throughout his system, he panted. 


“Jax honey, what the hell just happened? You look like 
you've seen a ghost and you're chilled to the bone. What 
did you see?” Amanda wrapped her arm around him rubbing 
her arms across his forearms. 


He stood shivering until he could take it no more and 
glanced back outside. There was nothing there. Dear God he 
was losing his mind. “I guess | was thinking about the case 
and got lost in the details. | don’t Know really. Maybe the 
whole thing has spooked me somehow.” 


“Spooked you? You look pale and ready to collapse. Honey, 
l'm a nurse and you're not okay. Whatever is going on with 
you is scaring me to death. Let’s get you upstairs and into a 
hot bath.” 


There was no reasonable explanation of what he had just 
experienced. There was also no way that he could process 
the event. Jax glanced back out the window once again 
almost wishing the figure was there, but he could see only 
the soft flutters of the wind pulsing through the leaves. He 
allowed himself to be guided toward the bathroom and even 
relished in her gentle hands removing his clothes and 
helping him into the water. 


Amanda eased into the tub and took his hand into hers, 
kissing his palm. “You think you saw something outside, 
didn’t you?” 


“I don’t know. | think I’m just tired and antsy from the case 
and | don’t know what | am seeing.” 


“When this is over, you wanna think about maybe going 
somewhere together? | honestly think you need to get away. 


Between fighting for your daughter and now this case, 
you're just worn out.” 


Jax smiled. “You're right and | would love that.” 


“Then it’s a date or a deal.” She smiled and inched closer. 
“You warm enough?” 


He shook his head. “Not yet.” He drew her closer and pulled 
her legs around his waist, settling her into his lap. “I love 
holding you so tightly you know. You just fit so well.” 


Amanda snaked her arms around his neck and darted her 
tongue out to taste his lips. “You taste heavenly and I’m 
glad we're here right now. I’m really worried about you 
though, Jax. It’s like you are reliving the nightmare you told 
me about all over again.” 


Jax sighed. The only reason he had told her anything was 
that Paula had brought up the entire horrible event during 
the custody hearing. “I know. I’ve thought about that but it’s 
not the same, just dredging up old feelings.” 


“I think it’s time to talk to somebody, Jax.” Amanda bushed 
her hand down the side of his face. 


“Not yet. Or at least not until this case is done. | can’t afford 
the time and the distraction.” 


Amanda nuzzled into his chest. “I know what you’re saying 
but | you don’t get this out of your system, it’s going to eat 
you alive. I’m here if you need me you know. You can lean 
on me any time you need a quick fix or someone to talk to.” 


“A quick fix?” 


She pressed the wet heat of her cunt into his cock and 
eased back to stare into his eyes as she allowed her fingers 
to trace lines down his chest. “Yes a quickie.” 


Lifting her hips, Jax held her over his erection, sliding her 
cunt back and forth across his swollen tip. Suddenly 
hungrier than he’d ever been for her, he was unsure if he 
would be able to stop. “You sure about this?” 


“Uh-huh, if you can handle me.” 


“Oh now with an offer like that...” With one swift hard thrust, 
he impaled her onto the entire length of his rock hard cock 
as she moaned and closed her eyes. “You mean like this?” 
He held her tightly as she squirmed. 


Amanda licked her lips and pressed her hips forward and 
back and forward again, the friction creating ripples in the 
water. “More.” 


He lifted her again and brought her down with a wild quick 
thrust. “More like this?” 


“Harder, please harder.” 


Jax growled and lifted, holding her steady, finally bringing 
her down with enough force that water cascaded over the 
edge of the tub onto the floor. “Yyyyeeeessss... You're so 

damn hot, so wet.” 


“Please harder.” 


Chuckling, Jax brought her almost all the way up off his cock 
and keeping her aloft while he leaned forward and nipped 
one pebbled nipple and then the next. Slamming her down 
again and again, they both moaned from their combined 
rapture until they were nearly breathless from the intensity 


of their sex. His heart thumped wildly as he forced her up 
and down with wild abandon, driving into her with a fury he 
had not known. 


“Oh Jax!” Amanda moaned and lolled her head back 
attempting to meet thrust for thrust as the water shimmied 
up over the edge of the tub and her hands clawed his neck. 
“Dear God...oh yes!” 


“Baby, you feel so damn good.” He nipped the underside of 
her chin, tasting the sweet delicate flavor of her skin and 
Savoring the warm fragrance of vanilla and jasmine. She 
was quite possibly the perfect woman for him. As she 
tightened around his shaft, drawing him further into her 
body, milking and suckling his throbbing shaft, his dick 
swelled, growing inside of her as his orgasm would not be 
held at bay for long. 


“Oh shit...l’m going...to...oh shit!” Her hands flailing, 
Amanda grabbed his shoulders, jerking him forward as she 
tipped her head back and screamed in short bursts. “Ah... 
ahah...” 


“That’s it baby, cum on my cock. Cum for me again.” He 
kept the frenetic pace driving into her and keeping his own 
orgasm at bay as she wiggled and moaned and clawed his 
flesh. “That’s it. Cum baby.” 


The climax racing from the tips of her toes, she shivered as 
the roar thrashed through her body pitching her forward into 
Jax. She moaned loudly as the beads of sweat dripped down 
her face from the heat of their passion of the steam from 
the bath. “Oh...my...God.” Swallowing hard, she licked her 
lips as he held her tightly. 


He inched forward, changing the angle just slightly so his 
cock shaft in deeper. “I want to cum so deeply inside you 


that you never forget.” 


Amanda’s eyes fluttered open and closed and she sighed. 
“Please.” 


Jax kept the pace, forcing her up and down on his shaft until 
he could hold back his need no longer. “Yyyyyeeessss!” 
Erupting inside her sweet pussy, they both moaned together 
as the complete rapture of their togetherness melded them 
together. 


“I love you, Jax.” As the words tumbled out of her mouth, 
they both froze and Jax sighed against her chest. Opening 
and closing his mouth, he couldn’t say the words. 


KKK 


Monday dawned gray and threatening storms in the 
horizon. Jax had barely gotten any sleep and because he’d 
tossed and turned in the double bed, sweating profusely. 
Amanda was awake almost the entire night. They both 
finally had given up before five and she went downstairs to 
make coffee. The mirror told no lies. He looked like a wreck. 
Dark circles indicated just how little he’d slept. The shower 
helped soothe his aching muscles but even the dry toast 
didn’t squelch his upset stomach. At least it wasn’t as bad 
as it had been before. Already late for work, he was grateful 
he’d kept some clothes at her place. 


“Will | see you tonight?” She asked casually as she kissed 
him on the cheek and pressed his collar down. 


“No. Working on the case tonight.” 


Eyeing him cautiously, Amanda nodded saying nothing 
else as she handed him his keys. 


“Amanda, you know | care about you, right?” 


She chortled. “Said like a man who’s going to break up 
with me.” 


“Why would you say that?” 
“You don’t remember what happened last night?” 


“You mean in the bath. Of course | remember. It was 
wonderful.” 


Amanda shook her head and walked toward the window. 
“First you’re seeing little green men in my back lawn and 
then you can’t remember pushing me off of you. | just don’t 
know what to think, Jax.” 


“What in the hell are you talking about?” He remembered 
turning down dinner again and having another glass of wine 
but after that, little else. Vaguely he remembered soft 
sounds...of... “Were you crying?” 


Amanda tipped her head back and laughed. “You really 
don’t remember, do you? | knew you probably had too much 
wine on an empty stomach but Jesus, Jax. Yeah, | was crying 
all right. That happened right after you told me you weren’t 
interested in being with me any longer. We were on the 
couch kissing and you suddenly jerked away pushing me to 
the floor. So yeah, | went to bed pissed and told you to get 
out but you lumbered up anyway and the thing that really 
pissed me off is that you tried to get me to fuck you after 
that. Jesus Christ.” She turned to stare into his eyes. 


Shaking, Jax opened and closed his mouth unsure of what 
to say. “I honestly don’t remember any of that. | have no 
idea what to say to you. | have never...| ...” He had been 
that way in his life drinking too much and eating almost 
nothing only one other time and it had almost destroyed 
him. But he’d never done anything to someone he cared 
about. Even all the nights that Paula had screamed at the 
top of her lungs about how worthless he was, he simply 
went to the study and drank himself into a stupor. 


“I don’t know, Jax. | think | know you and then something 
like this happens. | know this case is rough and | understand 
that you need a vacation and | know it’s bringing up so 
many terrible things from the past, but you’ve got to get 
some help.” 


“| promise you I didn’t mean it. | want you and want you 
with me and I...” He closed his eyes and said a silent prayer. 
All the demons were coming back and he feared losing the 
battle this time. 


“I’m worried. | can’t lie to you. | don’t know if | can take 
it.” Amanda shook her head. Her eyes filed with tears. 


Longing to figure his ridiculous actions out, Jax stepped 
forward but she put out her hand. 


“Don’t Jax. If you need to work on the case then go and try 
and get this thing solved. Perhaps it’s best that we don’t see 
each other until it’s over with. You need a clear head for this 
and you certainly don’t have that.” A single tear fell from 
her lashes onto her cheek. She wiped it furiously and turned 
away. 


“Amanda | promise you l'II fix this.” Swallowing hard, Jax 
had no idea what to say. 


“I really hope you can Jax because | was really starting to 
care about you more than in just a casual way. | really 
thought we might've had a chance.” 


He watched her fighting the tears as she held her arms 
and stared out the window and for the first time in his life, 
he believed all the damning things both his horrible father 
and Paula had told him. He was a worthless piece of shit. 
“Don’t give up on me, okay?” 


She sighed and nodded. “Go Jax. We'll talk in a few days, 
okay?” 


How he wanted to reach out and take her into his arms 
and tell her that he was the man she wanted him to be but 
somewhere inside he knew that he was nothing but 
damaged and even after all the years of soul searching and 
what he thought had been forgiveness, he was right back 
where he was when he couldn’t save his beloved from the 
real monster of the night. He swallowed hard, his own tears 
falling softly down his cheeks as he lumbered toward the 
front door. He had to find a way. He just had to. 


KKK 


“Bout time you got here. We might just have a lead on the 
other kid.” Mike lifted his head from the file and glared at 
him. “Another rough night?” 


“Something like that. What did you find?” Jax asked 
quietly. He couldn’t get his mind off of Amanda and what 
had happened. 


“Cross referenced the picture with missing persons again 
and got a hit first thing this morning. But from what we can 


tell the kid never worked with Aleksandr Vasiliev.” 


“Doesn't mean anything as Aleks said he sometimes 
works with kids and pays them in cash.” 


“Well, we have an appointment with his parents. The kid 
had moved back home last year to go to school and ws 
working quite a bit. One day he just disappeared.” 


“You'll have to take it as | have an appointment at the 
radio station with Brent’s boss.” 


“Oh yeah. | forgot about that. Charlotte had all the final 
reports sent over this morning by the way. You might want 
to take a look. | think she emailed them too.” Mike nodded 
toward a stack of files. 


“You got a picture of the new kid and what’s his name?” 


“It’s ah...Logan Mitchell. Nice looking kid. They were kinda 
freaked out about it.” 


“Freaked out?” 


Mike laughed as he rolled his eyes. “Yeah. They kind 
alluded they saw him once after he’d disappeared but he 
wasn’t the same kid.” 


“Meaning?” 


“Meaning they said the kid looked well...dead.” Mike burst 
out laughing. “If you ask me I think the mother’s been 
drinking a lot.” 


For some reason the words sent a shiver down his spine. 
Dead? Jax stared at the picture and frowned. He had seen 
the kid before. The face was regal and yet held such an air 


of innocence and it was the nearly perfect baby blue eyes 
that really set him apart. 


“What is it?” 


“I know I’ve seen him before. | can’t tell you whether it 
was from one of the pictures at Aleks’ place or from the club 
but make sure and ask the parents what the kid did and ask 
them if they saved any records from when he came back as 
to where he might have been working. l'Il ask Aleks about it 
tonight when I see him as well. There’s something odd 
about this though Mike. | can feel it. Tomorrow we'll sort this 
out.” When Mike hadn't said anything for several minutes he 
finally looked up. “What? What’s wrong?” 


Mike looked around and turned back. “You got a date with 
Aleks tonight?” 


The question caught Jax off guard. “It’s something I’m 
working on for the case. It’s something | don’t want you 
involved in. | should’ve told you that | have an idea but, | 
honestly want to do this by myself.” 


“You haven't told the Sergeant anything either, have 
you?” 


“No and I don’t plan on it until this is done. | don’t see any 
other way. The killer is taunting us with the pictures and 
how he’s choosing his victims.” 


“You're putting your life in danger Jax and your career. 
Hiding information about those pictures is one thing but 
going out on your own like a rogue cop is borderline insane. 
You look like hell and | can tell something is seriously wrong 
with you. Let alone the fact Amanda called me after you left 
her house. Said you almost had a mental breakdown last 
night and wanted to make sure | watch out over you. You’re 


almost literally in bed with the only person who is linked to 
these murders and you're not telling anyone what you’re 
doing. You know | should turn you in for this.” 


Jax rubbed his eyes and walked closer to his partner. How 
could he tell him anything about what was happening to 
him? “We've been partners long enough, Mike and | took to 
heart everything you said the other day. There’s something 
going on really weird here. My gut tells me. I’m asking you 
for forty-eight hours to see if | can deal with it. It’s like | 
have a chance to right a wrong. If | can’t get a handle on it 
by then, l'Il come clean with all of it, okay?” 


Mike shook his head. “If | lose my job over this I’m gonna 
be pissed buddy. l'Il give you forty-eight hours but I’m telling 
you, if you haven't figured this shit out by then I’m going to 
arrest the faggot little artist myself. You and | both know 
he’s the key here and your soft cell approach hasn’t worked 
real well up to this point.” 


“I think the killer is restless and this entire situation is 
going to come to a head in these two days. That’s all | can 
tell you. Go see Logan’s parents and if you find out that he 
worked at Dark Towers or had anything to do with Aleks 
period, then call me. | have a feeling that kid got in way 
over his head and was forced to disappear.” 


“Uh-huh. Jesus you're talking in riddles buddy. Forty eight 
hours.” Mike grabbed his gun and keys and headed out the 
door without looking back. 


Jax had no doubt that the riddle maker was ready to give 
them the remaining pieces soon enough. He picked up the 
folder containing the pictures of the original crimes scenes 
and flipped through. The markings had to tell them 
something. He stared at the photos fingering the glossies 


and sighed. What in the hell was he missing? For some 
reason he knew the symbol had more to do with it than he 
Originally thought. It was definitely the same as Aleks had 
painted. Tonight he would use that bit of information. He 
had searched enough websites and while many were close 
and depicted the gothic turn of the century time frame, 
none were exact. 


Checking his watch, he sighed. He had to get to the 
appointment but he suddenly had an idea. The newest 
intern was into everything Goth. He grabbed the file folder 
and headed toward the research department. While there 
were more questions than answers, every instinct in his 
body was working in overdrive. The end was near. 


Chapter Thirteen 


The shadows of the late afternoon sun hid his presence until 
the last moment. As she came out of her front door, he 
moved with ease from his hiding place and thrust her back 
inside, closing the door softly behind him. The force of his 
push pressed her into wall with a resonant thud. 


“What the hell?” Felicity came out swinging yet she 
connected with little. 


Aleksandr grabbed her neck and pressed her against the 
wall, leaning in so that she could see him clearly. “You 
betrayed me.” 


Struggling hard as the fear enveloped every part of her 
body sending a fire of heat slashing across her face, she 
grabbed his hand and stopped her movements, sensing 
danger. As she kept her eyes pinned onto his, Felicity inched 
back. “What are you talking about? Betrayal? You know 
better, Aleks.” 


“I thought | knew you but | was wrong and now that might 
cost me too much.” He leaned in further, his lips brushing 
across hers. Darting his tongue out to taste her he eased 
back as his golden locks tumbled across her chest. “You 
know exactly what I’m talking about, Felicity. You sought me 
out remember? When | came here you were the one to find 
me and not the other way around and I never gave that any 
thought. How irresponsible of me. You played me for a fool 
and yet you were so very brave knowing what I could do to 
you, knowing that | could kill you with a single swipe of my 
hand. The prize must be heady indeed for you to do what 


you've done. | must hear about the perks.” Aleks squeezed 
her throat tighter until she gagged. She needed to fear what 
he could do and what he would do when the time was right. 


Felicity simply held his arm and blinked, her body shaking, 
yet a tear pooled in the corner of one eye. 


Aleks growled and let her go moving back only inches. Of 
course he should kill her on the spot but he couldn’t chance 
having her blood spilled during the middle of what had to be 
the end. He’d debated even seeing her again but he had to 
know the truth. Since at least one members of the Jicard 
family was in town then there would be more bloodshed, 
deal or no deal. Instinct told him he had to test her reactions 
even if it meant that she ran to her lover. “Where is he?” 


“Who are you talking about? | don’t understand what you’re 
saying. | haven’t betrayed you. You and | are lovers.” 
Shivering, Felicity clawed onto the wall inching toward the 
front door. 


“Don’t try to leave, Felicity. l'II take your life if | must. No 
matter what you've been told, this is no game. Your human 
cops can’t save you. You’re in over your head with no 
understanding of what you’ve done. Where is Nikolay?” 


Hearing the name stunned her and her mouth gaped open 
as her eyes danced back and forth across his. She 
swallowed hard and tried to look away, yet she was 
transfixed by the single word. “Nikolay? | have no idea what 
you're talking about.” 


He sighed realizing that she had no idea what the man was 
capable of and while she might have been following orders, 
now she was direct pawn in a game she had no control over. 
“Felicity. You have no idea what you’re in the middle of here. 
I’m aware Nikolay is in the city. No amount of his hiding can 


keep that fact away from me and you’re well aware | can 
read your mind. He’s more dangerous that you believe him 
to be. You don’t know him.” 


“And you do, Aleksandr? From what | understand Durac kept 
many things from you and mostly because you refused to 
listen or learn.” 


Hissing, Aleks looked away trying to keep the rage under 
control. He’d indeed been a fool for too many years thinking 
that he could get out of the family. “While that may be true 
Felicity, you’re still very human and have no business 
playing these games.” 


“Me playing games? Ha Aleksandr! You’ve been running for 
decades. What do you call that? Do you remember meeting 
me years ago?” 


The question somehow threw him. “You came to see Durac.” 
“He offered me a job to look after you.” 

“And?” 

“Initially | turned him down.” 

“Why?” Aleks could tell she was nervous. 

“Because | wanted no part of a family war.” 


“What did he ask you to do?” 


A nervous tic rose across her mouth. Swallowing hard, 
Felicity backed away. 


“Tell me!” he growled. 


She jumped from the forceful timbre in his voice. “To keep 
tabs on you and to get close to Nikolay by becoming his 
lover.” 


He could tell she wasn’t lying and while her breathing was 
ragged, there was something Felicity was hiding. Closing the 
distance Aleks cocked his head and stared into her eyes. 
She was frightened, there was no doubt and she was also 
doing everything in her power to hide something. “Tell me 
are you indirectly responsible for the murders of these 
young boys? They are nothing more than a pawn and to 
have then senselessly murdered is cause to have your very 
life ended by either family.” 


“I have nothing to do with the murders. | have no idea 
what’s happening in truth. I’m as much in the dark as you 
pretend to be.” 


“You lie!” He heard her interesting choice of words. 
“No...1-“ 


He grabbed her wrist and jerked it toward his fangs, grazing 
the sharp edges across her delicate skin, drawing a single 
drop of blood. “Now tell me.” 


“You have no fucking idea what you’re talking about you 
stupid man!” 


Aleksandr resisted the urge to slice his fangs into her lithe 
neck and instead curtailed his anger and inched back, 
dropping her wrist. Hissing, he glared at her. “lIl ask you 
one more time Felicity, tell me about Nikolay. It’s obvious 
you followed Durac’s requests. What | believe is that you 
crossed the line. You stole for Nikolay as well as becoming 
his lover. Tell me, did he give you more money or was the 
sex just that much better?” 


“You just don’t understand.” 


“What | understand is that more people are going to die and 
you have no idea what you’ve done.” 


She closed her eyes as a tiny whimper escaped past her 
pursed lips. “He'll kill me.” 


He sensed she wasn’t going to budge but her fear hovered 
over her like a strangling grip on reality. Nikolay had 
obviously had his clutches driven into her and of course he 
would kill her if necessary. Durac had told him enough to 
know that Nikolay was enraged at the entire family and 
wanted to take his rightful place among the immortals. He’d 
used all of his powers to seduce Felicity into believing she 
was truly the one. However, she was being used perhaps by 
both men. He had been unable to detect the scent of 
another vampire on her body during their times together. 
They’d been masked by Nikolay’s extraordinary powers. 
Aleks inhaled deeply and could tell easily enough that no 
other vampire had been around her recently but there was 
something that her fear had brought out. “Where’s the 
amulet?” 


Her eyes opened wide and as her hand fluttered in front of 
her face, she whimpered slightly. She lowered her eyes to 
the floor in acquisition. “I don’t have it.” 


Inching closer, Aleks tilted his head and sniffed. She wasn’t 
telling a lie. The amulet wasn’t in her possession and that 
Nikolay was continuing his search. That also meant that 
until it was secured, more would die. “Where is it?” 


“I don’t know, Aleksandr. | honestly don’t. You have to 
believe me. I’m not going to lie to you about this. I’m 
frightened. | thought this would be simple but I’m not a 
stupid woman. | put things into place in case something like 


this happened so that | didn’t know until the time was 
right.” 


“Like you have lied to me about our relationship? Like you 
have allowed Nikolay to manipulate you for years has it 
been? My God Felicity, you risked your very life around three 
powerful vampires and yet you stand here today acting as if 
you can handle the situation completely. Nothing is simple. | 
made a mistake getting involved with you. | shouldn’t have 
allowed myself to even consider trying to have a normal 
life.” 


“A normal life? You’re a king among your people and yet you 
threw it all away. You betrayed your kind and ran.” 


Clenching his fists open and closed, his body shook with 
rage. “Nikolay has filled you with lies. | didn’t betray 
anyone.” Aleks thought about Durac’s words and cringed. 


You're the rightful King of our people. | was merely given to 
you as a protector and instead | became your lover. | 
wanted more from our relationship as your mate. When | 
turned you it was because | was required to. There are many 
things | need to tell you but there’s no time. If you don’t 
accept your position and come back with me then our family 
will begin the Fade. 


Aleks hissed. He wasn’t going to be held responsible for 
what two brutal groups had pre-determined long before his 
human birth. 


“It didn’t start out this way,” Felicity breathed, her pulse 
Skating into her neck. “I don’t know what to believe any 
longer, Aleks. You’re right in that I’ve heard so much and yet 
not enough” 


“What way is that, Felicity? To betray the regime that | know 
as my family even though I’m estranged from them or the 
man you professed your undying love and devotion to. And 
then again, you sought me out for business after you had 
betrayed him and all that he gave to you. | will give you 
credit though dear human, you listened to Nikolay well. He 
gave you just enough powers that you could pass as not 
having been touched. I’m impressed.” Aleks grew angry 
from his impetuous behavior. It was bad enough that he’d 
gone into business with her but to then not see past the lies 
was unimaginable. She’d seduced him in a way on his first 
night in the country even before he came to live in 
Richmond. How stupid could he have been? Instinct had told 
him then that she wasn’t to be touched and yet the woman 
became like a drug, unable to resist. When he saw her in the 
Club, his instinct hadn’t kicked in. 


“You don’t understand. | loved...Durac. | still do but there is 
this whole honor thing with him.” 


“Honor? | shall tell him.” Aleks shifted his gaze as he heard 
the noise from the back. “You do realize whether | take your 
life today or | leave you alone, you'll be killed. You know too 
many aspects about our life and our very existence. You’re a 
problem for all of our kind and whether you have the genes 
that will take the family into another future or not simply 
doesn’t matter any longer. Where’s the amulet? We’re well 
aware that you’re responsible for it being taken.” 


“We?” Her eyes opening wide, Felicity backed away. 


Aleks nodded. “Durac is here as well, Felicity and 
determined to find the amulet and the potion and take it 
back and once he does, all hell is going to break loose. My 
fear is that it will happen on American soil and then you'll be 
directly responsible for mass murder. Do you understand 


what I’m saying? The Jicard family won’t allow the stone and 
the potion to leave this country without a fight.” 


“The potion?” 


“Please don’t tell me you didn’t take it. I’m no fool,” Aleks 
scoffed. 


Shaking her head, Felicity shivered. “I was told to take the 
amulet only.” 


Narrowing his eyes, he realized she hadn’t. Then perhaps 
Nikolay did. That would make sense. “Innocent blood will be 
on your hands.” 


Throwing her hand over her mouth, Felicity shook her head. 
“Nikolay assured me no one would die.” 


“You're lying, Felicity. Who do you think is responsible for 
killing those boys? I thought it was to get at me for some 
vengeance but perhaps it was to find out what you know 
and the extent of what you’ve done.” Aleks sighed. He’d 
been a fool about so many things. What if he couldn’t regain 
his full powers in time? What if an entire race could die if he 
didn’t return to his homeland? “Unfortunately Felicity, our 
kind lie to keep themselves alive and safe. You were used. 
Granted, I’m sure you had a minion handling the dirty work 
stealing the amulet but | need to give the amulet and the 
potion back to its rightful owner. | might be able to bargain 
for your life if you give it to me now and | can send Durac on 
his way.” He moved forward allowing his fangs to fully erupt. 
Reality settled in. There was little he could do but try and 
stop the bloodshed and there was no way he could allow her 
to continue her facade. Three vampires and two strong 
families meant a war was coming to a head. Durac was 
right. Aleks was the only one who could alter the future. 


“I honestly don’t know, Aleksandr. If | meant anything to you 
then you can tell | don’t. l'Il tell you the truth that | know. 
Nikolay taught me enough and gave me enough powers that 
yes, | had one of my...lovers with me to steal the amulet 
only months ago and | gave it to him to hide. | Knew Durac 
would come and find me and try and take it back. That was 
the plan all along. Nikolay wants him taken out first as he is 
the only one who can convince you to return to the 
homeland.” 


“That’s not the only plan and | don’t need any more of your 
lies. | must find the amulet or more will die in this town. Tell 
me, are you responsible for the pictures being sent?” 


“No, | don’t know who's sending them. | realized the 
moment | received them that there was something else 
going on and | know | should have talked to you but | was 
and still am terrified. | know little, Aleksandr. Very little.” Her 
eyes growing wide, terror hung around Felicity like a warm 
blanket. 


“Where is this boy, this lover that has the amulet?” 


Sucking in her breath, Felicity let out a whimper as her eyes 
darted back and forth across his. “Honest to God I’ve tried 
to contact him. He disappeared a couple of days ago and 
I’ve been trying to find him. | asked him not to tell me where 
the amulet is and he followed my directions perfectly. It’s 
not like him to disappear and I’ve tried every way that | 
know to get in touch with him. Do you think Durac 
kidnapped him?” 


“Durac has no idea where the boy is.” There were three 
players and several lies. Why couldn’t he be certain who 
was responsible? Aleks heard the same noise from the back 


room again and glanced in the direction. Seeing the look on 
her face told him too many things. “Who is here with you?” 


“It’s not who you think it is.” 


He cocked his head. “Tell me Felicity, what else are you 
hiding?” 


She shook her head. “Please don’t. If you care about me at 
all leave this alone. Please. Please Aleksandr. This isn’t what 
you think it is. | swear to you.” 


He narrowed his eyes and could see the beads of 
perspiration trickling down her face. The fear coursing 
through her body caused her to tremble but she did 
everything within her power to mask her reaction. He 
glanced back at the door leading to into the back of the 
house and concentrated on the sounds. There was no 
mistaking what he heard. As he gazed into her eyes, the 
moment of realization hit her solidly stilling her heart. She 
closed her eyes when his voice rumbled past her. “What 
have you done?” He moved toward the back of the 
townhouse quickly. 


“No, no! Please don’t do this, Aleks. Please! You have no 
idea what this is. You have no idea.” Her tears rattled her 
voice as she watched, her hands over her mouth. 


He glanced at her one last time before he opened the door. 


A little boy tumbled out of the room with the large woman 
following him. “Mommy!” 


“I’m sorry Miss Jennings. He heard you two fighting and | 
couldn’t control him. I’m sorry.” She grabbed the boy before 
he could reach Felicity. 


Aleks stared down at the small child and back to Felicity’s 
face that held little expression. She glanced into Alek’s eyes 
and nodded. “Durac’s or Nikolay’s?” 


She bent down and scooped the small blond boy into her 
arms. “Oh Dimitri honey. Mommy is fine. You need to go with 
Mary back to your room now. | have business here with this 
nice man. Okay honey?” 


Dimitri wrapped his tiny hands around strands of her hair 
and nuzzled into her, his little body shaking. “But mommy.” 


“It’s okay, baby. Mommy has to go to work. You know that. 
Mary will be here with you baby and when you wake in the 
morning l'Il be here.” Felicity gazed into Aleks eyes as she 
kissed the boy. 


“Come on, Dimitri. l'Il read you a story.” Mary took his hand. 


Dimitri frowned, a tiny tear forming in his eye, but followed 
behind Mary turning once to give Aleks a hard look. 


“You don’t know, do you?” 


“Trust me Aleks, he’s the single reason I’m still alive. | may 
appear stupid and weak to you but when | found out | was 
pregnant, | realized that my little boy is my only bargaining 
chip. Nikolay considers Dimitri his boy and that furthers his 
belief that he’s the rightful king.” 


“But he might belong to Durac?” 


“Yes.” Her lower lips quivering, Felicity wiped away her 
tears. “You're always so stoic, Aleksandr in your ways and 
beliefs. You never really told me things about your past and | 
listened to two other men that had their version of the story. 
| want so much to be a part of your world that I...” 


“That you sold your soul to the highest bidder?” Aleks shook 
his head. Heaven and hell would break lose to take the boy. 
Fighting his natural urges, he knew he had to intervene. 


“I thought Dimitri would matter to my future and...” Sobbing 
Felicity held her face in her hands. 


“You may be right up to this point Felicity but as you’re well 
aware breeding with a vampire is almost unheard of and 
while surrogates are highly revered, they are nothing more 
than carriers. When the others know of his existence they'll 
come to take him from you. He’s far too valuable to our 
kind. It is all coming together now, Felicity. If you and your 
boy are to survive, you need to leave town or you'll both 
die. Nikolay will not allow any additional betrayal and then 
again neither shall I. This is your one pass Felicity. If you do 
not heed my warning, | won’t protect you from either one of 
them.” Aleks stared out the window and groaned. The past 
and the present were slamming together in a place where 
few of their kind had real protection. Every bit of the reason 
for the murders made sense now finally and while Felicity 
would never know what she had caused, he certainly did 
and they were all damned to hell. “I need you to pack your 
things quickly.” 


“Why? ” 


“I’m the only one who can keep you safe and alive.” Turning 
toward her, he advanced and cupped her face. “But hear 
me, | have little | can do to mask where you are from two of 
the most powerful vampires that have been created. While 
stories you've heard lead you to believe I’m the King, my 
powers have grown weak from non-use. If you disobey me, 
l'Il kill you myself. Do you understand?” 


Felicity nodded. “You'll protect my boy?” 


“With my life.” 


Brushing her finger across his cheek, she smiled. “I believe 
you. Aleks, | want you to know something. No matter what 
you think, I’ve cared for you. Yes, | was told to get into 
business with you and to get into your bed so that | could 
find out things before...well, anyway and | followed orders 
because of what | thought was love and then to protect 
Dimitri but | never wanted you hurt and I’ve cared for you 
deeply. When we made love, it was me there with you, not 
my job.” 


Aleks sighed. “Whether that’s true or not, you don’t know 
what harm you've placed yourself in.” 


“Aleksandr, for my son | would do anything. | only wish he 
belonged to you.” 


Aleksandr inhaled deeply as he looked at the mist in her 
eyes and thought of Sasha and his unborn child. He’d loved 
her more than anything and when she was taken, he’d 
almost died of a broken heart until Durac brought him to his 
knees, turning his broken body into the monster he was 
today. So many years he’d been furious and now, he had no 
choice with what he needed to do. Tilting her neck, he 
plunged his fangs deep into her vein and prayed that he 
could actually protect her. 


KKK 


Gazing out the window into the late afternoon sun, Logan 
Mitchell sighed, growing wearier by the minute. The time 
was drawing near to finish what he’d started. Taking a sip of 
bourbon, he shook his head. His need to feed was growing. 
At least the bait had been taken. His master would be 


happy. Chuckling, he wondered how Aleksandr would handle 
the most bizarre request. While he knew what was at stake 
for the others, his main concern was taking down the one 
man, the single vampire who had ruined his life. Sniffing, he 
was at least grateful he had stumbled upon the vampire. 
Forging a bond had been the best decision of his life, or his 
death. So many promises made and none kept and the man 
that had been his lover was going to face his wrath finally. 
For some reason toying with the Russian and destroying 
everything he’d worked to achieve was a powerful 
aphrodisiac. Then the vampire would come to him begging 
for forgiveness. 


“Sir, the boy is here as you requested.” 


He turned to stare at the human and smiled. At least he 
had several loyal subjects but then the master, one cold- 
hearted fuck, had taught him. “Very good. Is he secured?” 


“He is Sir...he...I’ll leave you now.” 


Noticing the minion’s hesitation, Logan glided closer, 
studying his eyes. There was no way for humans to hide 
anything and while his powers continued to grow, he was 
certain that this scrumptious little man was completely in 
his maze. At least his powers prevented the worthless piece 
of flesh from being detected. “Tell me. You seem perplexed. 
Is there something wrong? Do you believe that my choices 
have been incorrect?” 


“No! No...sir. It’s just that...” Looking away, the human bit 
his lip. 


There was no doubt the man was nervous. “Speak freely.” 
Curling his lip, he knew that his prowess was formidable and 
while he didn’t need any little humans telling the tale, this 
one had already proven his loyalty. Perhaps he would be 


allowed to live. Then again, it wasn’t completely his decision 
at least yet. 


“The cop is tenacious.” 


“Yes and he’s been much more fun to play with than | 
anticipated. Had | known the joy of what he was going to 
bring to my game, | would have elongated the situation.” In 
truth, he had no choice. Decisions had been made for him 
about who and when to kill. Yes, he’d been taught during 
the first kill how to brutalize a man and it had been 
incredible entertainment. At least the kills that he’d 
completed were delicious. It had been a shame his master 
hadn’t allowed him to finish what he’d started. 


“He’s also getting close to Aleksandr.” 


Logan walked closer, studying the human. Was he playing 
both ends perhaps? “I’m well aware of that. What are you 
getting at?” 


“Won't the detective be under Aleksandr’s protection now 
that they’re both aware the paintings were sold and others 
commissioned?” 


“Perhaps.” There was no doubt in his mind that Alexsandr 
would protect Jax Steele. From what he’d seen already the 
attraction was growing and curiously so. For some reason 
his master was hedging at telling him every part of what 
they were trying to accomplish. And Jax Steele was 
somehow smack in the middle of it. He fully suspected that 
Alexsandr would use him as he saw fit. Hmmm... “I can see 
you have some thoughts. What do you think | should do?” 


r 


Surprised, the human opened his eyes wide. “I...’ 


“Please. You’ve proven yourself to be most helpful. | would 
enjoy hearing your thoughts.” Swirling his drink, Logan 
smiled as the ache in his body grew. The scent of the boy 
and his new toy was strong. = 


“The cop will figure it out. He’s been grilling everyone and 
it’s just a matter of time. If he teams with Aleksandr then 
you realize what could happen?” The human eyed him 
cautiously, a nervous tick floating across his mouth. 


“You believe Aleksandr can best me?” Slamming down his 
glass, he narrowed his eyes. 


“1...1 believe he has the upper hand if he works with Jax 
Steele.” 


Hissing, he knew the minion the right but challenging his 
strength was not something he tolerated. “And what would 
you have me do?” 


The human scuttled backward. “I only want the best for 
you. You know that!” 


Logan closed his eyes and held back his rage, sensing the 
other vampire was close. “Very well. Talk.” 


“The detective has a weak point.” 
“What do you mean a weakness?” = 
“Someone close to him.” 


Logan sighed. The detective wasn’t his target, merely a 
delicious morsel to look at and while the good detective 
may have to be a part of the casualties, his life or death 
wasn’t the main course. “I don’t care about the detective 
and you’re well aware of that.” 


“He’s growing important,” the human said, trembling. 


It was an interesting choice of words. “What do you 
know?” 


“There’s news on the street of another presence.” 


Narrowing his eyes, Logan cocked his head. “What do you 
know, human?” 


“I’m surprised you haven't felt the creature.” Swallowing 
hard, the human wiped the back of his mouth with his hand. 


In two seconds he had the minion by the throat. Slamming 
him against a wall, he lifted the thin human off his feet. 
Hissing, he spewed venom as his fangs elongated. “What’ve 
you heard?” 


Wrapping his hand around the vampire’s hand, he gasped 
and clawed. “I...pu-lease...” 


Dropping the human like a rock, he snarled and closed his 
eyes. He was well aware it wasn’t the time to lose his cool. 
There was still too much to do. “Talk or die.” 


“There...there’s talk about...about another va-vampire in 
the city.” 


“How do you know?” 


Coughing, the human rubbed is throat and lowered his 
eyes. “| followed Aleksandr as you asked. He was with a 
woman.” 


Waving his hand Logan shook his head. “Yes, I’m well 
aware of his taste for the woman, the club owner.” While he 


knew intimately about the Goth community and their beliefs 
in the old ways of the ancient families, the majority of 
information was incorrect. He’d heard the truth from the 
wisest of vampires and while he was certain many were 
true, the human was only talking about fear of the unknown. 
“You bring me nothing. Get out. It’s time for me to feed and 
you better be glad you aren’t on the menu tonight. I’ve 
grown very angry.” 


“You don’t understand. This woman, this club owner 
belongs to another.” 


Logan turned his murderous gaze to the minion, 
wondering how he was able to tolerate being one for so 
long. He had watched Aleksandr for months with the 
luscious creature. He had followed them. Logan knew every 
lover and every aspect of Aleks’ life. Aleks would know if the 
woman was betraying him. “Another? And you truly believe 
that Aleksandr wouldn’t know? Little human, if you believe 
that a powerful vampire such as Aleksandr wouldn’t know, 
you have much to learn.” 


“You know of the war between the families?” 


“Yes. What are you implying?” His partner was certainly a 
wonderful taleteller and had spoken the family and the 
traditions. Granted, Logan was no fool and knew his partner 
and master had ulterior motives but he was happy enough 
to gain power a little at a time. The little minion certainly 
didn’t need to know of Logan’s powerful connections. Plying 
the man with money had been enough so far. 


“Some say their end or the beginning is coming to a head 
and that Aleksandr will have to make a choice or many will 
die. Some say that Aleksandr has grown weak by being 
away from the families for so long. The time of their Fade is 


upon them and if the right pieces aren’t put in place, then 
there will be casualties.” 


Rolling his eyes, Logan grabbed his drink, swirling the 
mahogany liquid before taking a large swig. “Riddles and 
stories of old, not proven.” 


“I saw him and I...heard some things. You may not believe 
but many of us do. The power is all around us. You must feel 
it.” 


“It’s not important what | feel. Tell me what you know.” 


As the minion told a rather tall tale, the vampire hissed. It 
was an interesting fact that his partner had found him and 
encouraged him to help, to aid in what the master vampire 
had called the beginning of the end. There was no trust in 
the land of the dead. Logan had baited his time in hiding for 
almost six months, hungering to take down Aleksandr, living 
in squalor as his skill improved. Shunned by everyone he 
had known, he had lived in the darkness only taking what he 
needed, planning and waiting for the right moment. Even 
his parents thought him a monster. Now it was time to take 
everything that he deserved. “Where is Felicity now?” The 
lovely club owner might be an even better bargaining chip. 


“Under protective custody because of an attack.” 


“And your thoughts on our detective?” Logan smiled at the 
human. There were so many things he didn’t know. An 
attack, eh? Then someone else was in the game. He 
developed a thought. Maybe having Felicity by his side 
would draw Aleks’ attention. “Our good detective’s 
weakness, what is it?” 


“A human who’s close to him.” 


Pulsing a finger across his mouth, he formulated another 
plan. “I have an idea but first | must feed.” Taking the boy 
had been a requirement from his master. The others had 
been his choice. Hmm... 


“What do you want me to do with the boy when you're 
done?” The human asked quietly. 


This kill meant little else but adding a body and allowing a 
full feed and yet it would continue to draw attention, or so 
he thought. “Drop the remains off on our detective’s front 
lawn.” Chuckling, he loved his wicked idea. While the city 
screamed, he would slip in for the last kill. 


Turning to leave, the human stopped short. “I forgot to tell 
you. Do you know what Dragarn Dumas means?” 


Narrowing his eyes Logan smiled. “The end of the tale. 
Yes. | Know what it means. How do you know this term?” The 
story told of a stormy night of passion, it remained as a 
poignant reminder of a history of the ancient vampires and 
something that Aleksandr fought to remove himself from. 
The story told in anger, little did he know that the story of 
the families and the symbols of their legacy could become 
so important. 


“The boy was mumbling the words saying he had to get 
back to his master. Knowing what | Know about the families, 
| thought the phrase might mean something.” 


A flash of understanding passed within Logan. The minion 
might be right. If his instincts were correct, it meant that the 
two families were indeed in the same location. What would 
the Jicard’s give to have control of something so precious? 
“You've done well. l'Il find out what | need from the boy 
before | feed. Take care of our detective’s weakness. Be very 


quiet about what you do. If you do what | ask, l'Il give you a 
breath of life and forever.” 


His eyes opening wide, the human smiled. 


Logan walked toward the window and watched the minion 
stroll toward his car and thought about the past thirty days. 
His greed and blood lust had allowed him to enter into a 
partnership with promises he’d hungered for. Was he 
nothing more than a pawn? Did the boy hold some key and 
if he did, what did he know? He thought about the night 
he’d been approached, barely months before. The vampire 
had coerced him into a drink and then more, finally 
seducing him not only with his body but also with the 
promise of power. Snarling, he resisted pitching his glass 
across the room. What did | get myself into? 


Inhaling, Logan sensed him. “Aren’t you risking our plan 
by being here?” 


“Our plan? Please. You are nothing in this and it seems 
you couldn’t follow my guidelines. Trashing Aleksandr’s car 
and the woman’s apartment was stupid and you should be 
punished.” 


“What would you know of stupid? You act like this is 
nothing but a huge game.” 


“It’s what | want it to be,” the man snarled. “You’re an 
ungrateful prick.” 


“Why wouldn’t | be? Seems you've been lying to me.” 


The vampire snarled. “You take that tone with me? After 
all I’ve done for you?” 


Logan whipped around to face the creature and hissed. 
“Done for me? What, ply me with drink and seduce me?” 


“What would you call this lovely condo, brother?” 


Logan shook his head. It had all been about blood money. 
“I was a bloody fool to think you simply wanted to help me 
get to Aleksandr. | was fucking stupid. You’ve had ulterior 
motives all along and I was simply your pawn and | suspect 
I’m your fall guy, right?” 


“Meaning?” 


“Meaning, tell me, brother, what is Dragarn Dumas? You 
told me many stories of the family and needs. Is this 
something important you left out?” Logan curled his lip 
easily able to tell that he’d caught the vampire off guard. 
“Ah, | was right. This has little to do with besting Aleksandr. 
This has everything to do with something that you need. 
Doesn't it?” 


Narrowing his eyes, he moved toward Logan as he 
elongated his canines. As his words came in scattered 
whispers, he closed the distance. “It has everything to do 
with Aleksandr Vasiliev. In your pathetic little world, all you 
care about is exacting revenge.” 


“So you’ve toyed with me.” 


“I’ve allowed you your freedom. Don’t vex me or you'll 
end up dead. This is far more important than you realize. 
Yes, | needed someone that knew the city and you’re 
convenient and there are things | can’t and won't tell you. 
You know nothing of my world. You were taken and stripped 
of humanity and what did you do? You took to the streets 
like a common whore.” 


“What the hell was | supposed to do?” 


“My understanding is you left your maker and not the 
other way around.” 


Logan hissed. “You have no idea what | endured. | didn’t 
ask to become a monster. | lost everything.” 


Leaning forward, the vampire hissed and pointed a finger. 
“You knew what Aleksandr was from the moment you 
became his lover. Don’t preach to me, boy. You got what you 
deserved.” 


Logan longed to retort but knew he would be killed just as 
the others were. 


“Yes, you understand. The end of the world for humans 
may just be in the beginning stages. Tell me, brother do you 
want more bloodshed on your hands?” 


Logan could easily tell he was treading on thin ice but he 
needed to know. There was another piece of the puzzle that 
wasn’t fitting. Clucking, he walked around the man that had 
indeed pulled him out of the dregs of hell and inhaled. “You 
smell of death and hunger.” 


“I smell of need. What do you know of Dragarn Dumas? 
It’s vital | know.” 


“May | venture a guess?” 


Laughing, the vampire swirled in Logan’s direction. “You 
always have amused me.” 


“The Jicard family is interested in taking over and the 
amulet in question is within reach. The power to hold the 
throne?” Logan could tell by his actions he was correct. “Ah. 


I’m right. Well then soon we'll take Aleksandr down and you 
can have all you’ve desired.” 


“You are not to touch Aleksandr.” 


Stunned, Logan inched back and stared at the vampire. 
While he was well aware the man could easily strike him 
down, rage built in his system. “You know exactly why | 
want him dead!” 


Lifting Logan’s chin with a single finger he leaned in and 
pressed his lips across Logan’s. “You'll get all that you want. 
Have | ever denied you?” 


Shuddering, Logan hated the control the vampire had over 
him. “No, but | don’t understand.” Palming his chest Logan 
pushed his lover back. 


“Į assure you this is all about taking down Aleksandr but 
there are some things you don’t know and I’m not able to 
tell you. However, you will have a prize.” 


Moving away from the monster’s grip, Logan eyed his 
haunted look. “What do you want?” 


“Jax Steele.” 


Narrowing his eyes, he was more than curious. “Isn’t he 
simply a cause and effect of the kills?” 


Smiling, the vampire eased back and folded his arms. 
“There are many things at work here, dear boy. Everything 
was Calculated carefully for this moment in time. Jax Steele 
is more important than you know.” 


“What if you don’t get the amulet?” 


“I will. The piece is close.” 


Closer than you think. While Logan knew he would be 
damned if his thoughts read, he masked the words as he 
was taught so well to do. He needed time to sort out what to 
do. “Very well. | have it under good authority new and very 
creative photographs are being produced tonight.” His 
minion knew only that there were other vampires in town 
and while his master was aware of his choice, he didn’t 
know all the pertinent details and Logan was going to make 
sure and keep some things secret for as long as he was 
able, risking what he knew of as life but if he calculated 
everything carefully, Logan could quite possibly win a 
kingdom. 


“You made the deal. Very good. Then | have my work cut 
out for me.” 


Logan sighed. “What do you want me to do with Jax?” 


He smiled and licked his lips. “Aleks has requested a 
meeting as part of the bargain. My guess is that the good 
detective will be with him. You’re going to make that 
meeting. Set it up at the gallery.” 


“And how am I going to take him?” 


“By enlisting the help of your little minion you hold so 
dearly. Give him this.” Handing him the dagger from the first 
kill, he grinned. “This should take down the good detective. | 
want this back.” 


Nodding, Logan smirked as he grabbed the jeweled piece. 
First things first, he would capture Felicity and then he’d 
have enough power to perhaps overthrow a Kingdom. 


Chapter Fourteen 


Jax had more reservations than anything in going to see 
Aleksandr and on this night every cell in his body ached to 
the point he was unsure he could handle pretending. Jax had 
stared into the mirror for what seemed like hours after his 
shower shaking even as the steam from the hot water 
forced thick moisture and heat into the small room. Aspirin 
hadn’t curtailed the constant ache in his joints and he had 
been popping tums for hours to calm his stomach. However 
nothing worked to cease his ragged nerves. The night and 
the photo shoot was going to take everything out of him. He 
was too tired to think it through. Then again, Jax was too 
exhausted to know what he was doing. “All right. It’s time to 
figure this out.” 


Dressed in tight black linen pants, a cerulean blue silk shirt 
and cowboy boots, he stood shivering even in the heat of 
the bathroom. Sighing, Jax gazed at his haunted reflection. 
What would come of the photo event? Would it be the bait 
they needed? Strolling into the bedroom, his heart was 
heavy. As he picked through his jewelry box, selecting the 
only expensive piece he owned, a Rado watch, his thoughts 
drifted to years gone by. It had been the last gift that Paula 
had given him and he almost never wore it. It wasn’t that it 
reminded him of her as much as it reminded him of what he 
was missing in his life. Perhaps it was time to begin a new 
and remember what had made him the man he was in the 
first place. 


Sitting on the edge of the bed, he held his head in his hands 
and remembered. Hot tears trickled down his face for the 
first time in several years. The boy had been barely three 


and from what he knew of the family a happy child. 
Investigating a series of gang related murders that had 
turned into ugly slaughters meant to send a message; he 
and his team had been close to catching the street thugs 
who had turned several neighborhoods into a war zone. The 
rival gang had gunned down six members in two separate 
gangs killing two innocent bystanders and maiming three 
others in their five-week rampage. Four of the victims had 
been mutilated almost beyond recognition. Jax had almost 
caught one and from that ugly night as he screamed at the 
suspect, raging in a way he’d never before, the tides had 
changed. 


During the last week that member had taunted Jax, 
following him and threatening his family. Jax had been 
forced to send his wife and daughter to his mother’s house 
and even then, the asshole had almost killed his mother 
while trying to kidnap his daughter. For that Paula had never 
forgiven him. When Paula had fled, refusing to tell Jax where 
they were going, Jax had turned to the bottle in his rage 
grow to the point of carelessness. The single lead he had 
Snapped up with a vengeance ignoring his Sergeant and 
everything that was human inside. He was determined to 
nail the fucker. Instead, a baby had been stolen away from 
his mother. Sliding to the floor, Jax broke down sobbing until 
he dry heaved. “Forgive me!” 


“Go! He’s in there!” Jax screamed as he raced for the door. 
“Wait, we haven’t confirmed that yet. Jax, no stop!” 


“No, he’s here. Let’s go,” Jax hissed at Lee, his partner of 
five years as he pulled out his gun. Hearing a scuttle and a 
muted scream, he pitched his body toward to the front door, 
kicking it in. “Tremain Wilson!” 


“No! Don’t, please!” A woman’s high-pitched scream 
fluttered from the back of the house. 


Clicking off the safety, Jax motioned to his team who flanked 
his side. Lowering his voice, it could barely be heard over 
the din of the television coming from deep in the interior. 
“Sounds like a hostage situation.” 


“We gotta wait for back up. You know the procedure,” Lee 
hissed as he scanned the living room. 


“Bullshit! You heard the woman scream,” Jax snarled. “We 
wait and she dies.” 


“Not your call to make.” 


Jax leaned into Lee’s face. “I outrank you period. We're 
going in.” Refusing to wait for an answer, he turned and 
glided toward the back of the house. 


“Wait! Don’t!” Lee barked. 
“Tremain, I’m coming in,” Jax shouted. 


“You come in and the bitch dies!” Tremain’s gruff voice 
erupted from the back corner. 


Jax motioned for the other officers to go outside. 
“I’m not leaving you in here alone,” Lee breathed. 


“Then do as | say. Tremain. | just wanna talk.” Jax moved 
forward silently, holding the gun in both hands. As sweat 
dripped from his brow, he shook his head. 


“I told ya, cop. You come in here and she dies and you know 
what I’m gonna do then for dessert? I’m gonna plug that 
pretty little daughter of yours.” Tremain laughed. 


The woman screeched. 

Jax froze. “What...the...fuck did you say?” 

“Jax, don’t.” Lee wrapped his hand around Jax’s arm. 
Jax jerked it away. 


Tremain chuckled. “Yeah, | can just imagine licking that 
sweet little pussy of hers. My bet is that the slut’s a virgin. 
Wait til | get done with the whore.” 


Jax froze and licked his lips as rage filled him. Barely able to 
breathe, he crossed over the threshold into the bright lights 
of the kitchen. “You...mother...fucker. Drop the gun!” 


“Fuck you cop! You’ll have to kill me but first, they die!” 
Tremain roared and raised a gun. 


“No!” Jax screamed out as the vision began a tangled flash 
of images and blood. From what he’d remembered and what 
his partner had stated in the report, Tremain pushed the 
woman away and grabbed the boy, jerking the tot in front of 
his body as Jax took a calculated shot. 


“May God forgive me!” Weeping hysterically, Jax continued 
to hear the woman’s screams as she fought to reach her 
dying boy. 


The banging on the front door caught him off guard. 
“What?” Jerked out of the vision, Jax fought to regain 
control. He rubbed his arms and wiped his tears away 
furiously. Shaking away the visions, he struggled to his feet 
as several rings of the doorbell followed another series of 
pounding on the door. 


Sniffing, he brushed his hands through his hair. As he 
walked downstairs he could just make out the hulking figure 
behind the door. Opening it slowly, he grimaced and darted 
his eyes down. Hopefully in the shadows Mike couldn’t 
detect his current state. “Mike.” 


“Whewy boy. | thought you were working tonight. Sure looks 
to me like you’re going on a date.” 


“Working.” He opened the door all the way and noticed the 
file in Mike’s hand. “What ya got?” 


“You okay, buddy? You been crying or something?” 
Jax shook his head. “Nope. Just fine. What’s up?” 


Mike shook his head. “Okay. Remember the kid we’re 
looking for? You'll love this, worked at Dark Towers and it 
took some digging but he worked with Aleks all right and 
there was a lot of rumor that Logan was heavily into the 
whole dark creature bit. You know the whole undead thing. 
And he was rumored to be Aleks’ lover.” 


Jax clucked his jaw. That’s where he’d seen the picture. Of 
course. “Interesting. Do the parents have any idea about 
their son?” 


“Nope and the mom was adamant that she saw him one day 
and while he looked like himself, he was acting odd. She 
honestly thought he reminded her of the walking dead.” 


Jax shook his head. “Was John working at either location by 
any chance?” He thought about his morning meeting with 
the station owner. Brent was fired for nearly beating one of 
the guests to death. The melee had barely been kept under 
wraps from the media and while the individual hadn’t 
pressed charges, the incident had tainted the morning show. 


“Yeah he was. Hadn’t been working at Dark Towers long but 
the station, he’d been there almost a year. Are you sure you 
haven’t got a hot date with Amanda after this?” 


“It’s just the case and nothing else but I’m doing something 
that is more than a bit a risky but necessary. | can’t tell you 
any more than I’m working with Aleksandr Vasiliev and if my 
intuitions are correct this will help facilitate the killer’s 
hunger.” 


“Hunger? Well, that’s a word to use for the freak. Look, | 
don’t know what you’re involved in and my guess is you 
aren’t gonna tell me. I” ll go sniff at the club again and try to 
talk to the luscious little owner about all these little 
coincidences and see if anyone has knowledge of John’s last 
whereabouts. Oh, by the way, the club has more than one 
owner.” 


“Aleksandr.” It wasn’t a question but an understanding. 


“Like | said, more than one. Another foreign guy owns it and 
from the little | could tell has almost nothing to do with it. | 
forgot the name but it’s something like Durich or 
something,” Mike breathed. “Think that means anything?” 


“Maybe and maybe not. See if you can find anything out 
about this guy.” 


“Sure, buddy.” 


“After tonight | think the trap will be set. Keep your eyes on 
Felicity as well. She holds a key to this. Maybe she’s not 
aware of it Mike but | have no doubt.” 


“I just hope you know what you are doing, buddy. You still 
have that tinge of green over you and you’re keeping too 
many secrets. Your behavior concerns even me and | know 


what you have been through before. Be careful. Don’t lose 
yourself in this case because of what happened. We'll find 
the killer one way or the other. Okay buddy?” 


Jax nodded. “I hear you. | really do and appreciate it. | have 
no doubt what I’m doing tonight is going to bring the killer 
out in the open.” 


“Well, you damn well better call for back up then. 
Something funny about that artist’s car bit though.” 


“What do you mean, weird? Did you find anything on the 
paint on Aleks’ car?” 


“Standard issue paint purchased from any Lowes, buddy. 
Unfortunately, there were no fingerprints, period.” 


“What do you mean period? Didn’t you find Aleksandr’s 
fingerprints?” 


“Nope. Not a single one. It’s like he doesn’t exist or he 
wiped the car clean. Sound a little fishy to you?” Mike 
grinned. “I’m having the guys run a more serious 
background check on him.” 


Jax sighed. Perhaps he was a fool after all. “What, you’re 
thinking he did that to his car himself?” What if he was 
working with the killer? Hide in plain sight. 


Mike sniffed. “I think it’s just kinda odd that the man has a 
Sketchy background to start with and every single murder is 
connected directly back to him.” 


“I have to agree. Let me know what you find out.” 


“Will do. Careful guy. The press is all over this one and...” 


“And?” he asked, hearing the catch in Mike’s voice. 


“The press is all over this with accusations. Lots of crap 
coming into the station” 


“What else, Mike? | Know your tone.” 


Mike glanced in his eyes. “They’re questioning why you’re 
the lead on this case after...” 


“After | murdered an innocent boy?” Flashes of the press 
hounding him for months after he was cleared of all charges 
reminded him that he was lucky to have a new partner and 
an opportunity to do something good. 


Mike laid his hand on Jax’s shoulder. “You didn’t murder him, 
Jax. He was a casualty like the other victims. The asshole 
gang fuck is to blame.” 


“Tell that to his mother and to the press who needs a 
conclusion on this case. You know that the mayor wants my 
job.” 


“Ah Jax. Why don’t you trust in me more? Let me help you, 
Okay? | sniffed around a little about the murders from all 
those years ago and it’s locked down tight. If someone is 
coming after you then | can’t find anything. The remaining 
gang members are all on death row.” 


Jax nodded. “I guess that’s a positive thing, Mike. After 
tonight l'Il come clean but | honestly think that tonight is the 
key. The bastard is toying with all of us and | have no idea 
why. Find out everything you can on this other missing kid 
and check on Felicity. | don’t want her hurt.” 


“That | can do. You’re setting yourself up as bait, aren’t 
you?” 


“I know what you’re thinking...” 


“You have no idea. Think with your head here, man. Do you 
understand that this freak could place your life in danger?” 
Mike asked quietly 


“I’m not sure | care, Mike. | have to do this.” 
“What about Amanda?” 
“We're not seeing each other right now.” 


Mike’s eyes opened wide. “I’m sorry, buddy but right now, | 
think it’s better she stays away from you. Look, l'Il work 
through the night. As soon as you’re done, call me and 
we’re going to put all the damn pieces together. | don’t like 
this Aleksandr character. | know you want to believe but 
he’s hiding something.” 


There was no doubt that Mike was right. Jax was going to 
get to the bottom of it if he had to...to go to bed with the 
man. A cold shiver ran down his spine. The thought both 
scintillating and revolting, he swallowed hard. He had 
nothing to lose but his dignity and if it caught him a killer, 
he’d succumb. 


“I can see your wheels turning. | have your back. l'Il see you 
in the morning. Okay?” 


“Thanks Mike.” He closed the door and leaned against it, 
glancing down at the file. Brent Taylor had a guest on his 
morning show that suddenly went into a tirade about 
homosexuality and artists. Interestingly enough, the guy 
was pro-gay. That was all anyone could get out of Brent 
before he beat the man almost unconscious. “It’s just too 
damn convenient.” There was clearly no doubt the killer 
wanted everyone to believe that he wasn’t having a 


relationship with Aleksandr. Of course he would be 
embarrassed. But why did he freak? He suspected that the 
guest found out about Brent’s sidelines and now he had the 
reason why and how. Unfortunately all his boss would tell 
him was that Brent received an envelope before the 
broadcast and he went nuts. After some coercing he finally 
told Jax who the guest was. The information was no 
coincidence and yet one he wanted to mull over since it had 
to do with the festival as planned. The evening with Aleks 
would prove to be more cathartic than he wanted to admit 
and in more ways than one. What if the killer is simply 
trying to send Aleks a message? What if Aleks is working 
with the little man? 


Grabbing his keys, Jax stared down at his shaking hands. 
The pieces were coming together. He had the distinct 
impression that the murderer was using minions to do his or 
her business and his gut told him that the killer would be 
watching tonight and waiting. Someone wanted to take 
Aleksandr Vasiliev taken down. The question was, dead, 
framed or ruined? One thing was for certain he would get to 
the bottom of whether Aleks was snowing him. Stealing his 
nerves, Jax made a promise to himself that if it came down 
to being seduced, then he’d lock it away like the rest of his 
damning life and find the killer. After that, he’d resign. 


The drive helped Jax slam down the lid on his ugly black 
box. He was never going to bring the beautiful little boy 
back but perhaps he could save others from dying. He put 
all the pieces together and still came back to Aleks being 
smack in the middle. The case was beginning to look more 
and more like a revenge situation against Aleks but why? 
For his art or for something darker? Why no fingerprints? 
Determined to get through the evening and lure the killer 
out in the open, he calmed his nerves as he drove onto 
Aleks’ dark street. The moon barely a sliver in the sky, 


ominous shadows banked the surrounding creating an eerie 
feeling of doom. 


Climbing out of the car, Jax swallowed and stood quietly 
listening to the night sounds and trying to determine if he’d 
been followed. He glanced at the lone building that was 
possibly close enough for the killer to be lying in wait. While 
gut told him Aleks’ brownstone was being watched, the one 
thing the earlier vision had reminded him of clearly that he 
needed to keep a clear head. The request for the photos 
was put together for a reason and whether it was blackmail 
or part of a sick game, his cop instinct reminded him that 
the killer had many opportunities to make himself known. 
Tonight was nothing more than another path in the maze 
that had been created. 


He sauntered toward the stairs and steeled his nerves. 
Something caught his attention. He tipped his head and 
could swear to God he could see a tall figure with long hair 
standing in the shadows, waiting and watching. Jax resisted 
investigating. If the killer was watching he would get the 
show he craved. Whatever happened on this night, Jax knew 
he had to endure and push past his disturbed feelings. As he 
neared the top step, fear of the unknown should have 
gripped his heart. Instead, his cock twitched pressing hard 
against his pants. Gasping, Jax grasped the railing and 
panted. Dear God, he really wanted to fuck...to... “Shit!” 
What the fuck are you thinking? What’s wrong with you? 
Leaning over the railing, nausea gripped him hard. Breathe 
in. Breath out. Screaming echoes bounced in his ears. This 
couldn’t be happening, not now. No...it... 


“Detective Steele. Are you okay?” Aleksandr flanked his 
side. Wrapping his arm around Jax’s waist, Aleks pulled his 
Shaking body against his. “What happened? You’re 
trembling.” 


Sucking in his breath, the touch of Aleks’ hands did nothing 
but drag his mind into the gutter. Raging thoughts of 
ravaging the man thrashed through his body. “What?” 
Where had the man come from? 


Aleks snarled. “Damn it. It’s happening too soon. Let’s get 
you inside.” His grip solid, he eased Jax toward the door. 


“What do you mean happening too soon?” 
“Come on.” 


As soon Jax got into the living room, he pulled away. “Wait a 
minute. Tell me, what did you mean?” 


Hissing, Aleks shook his head. “You heard something.” 


“No, | didn’t. | just felt...ill...1...” Damn it! Looking away, 
blood rushed to his head. As a trickle of perspiration ran 
down the back of his neck, he resisted the urge to wipe it 
away furiously. 


“I understand completely, Jax. Drink?” Aleks moved toward 
the bar. 


“Do you? Do you know how it feels to be here playing a 
game while the killer lies waiting for me to make a 
mistake?” 


Aleks eyed him as he grabbed two glasses. “You, detective? 
Don’t you have a partner?” 


“Yes, but...” 


“You're making this very personal, why? Why do you want 
this killer so badly?” 


“Why? What, are you fucking out of your mind?” Jax 
Snapped. Hissing, he paced the room as he brushed a hand 
through his hair, nearly ripping out several strands. “I’m 
sorry. I’m a wreck right now because | have no real ideas 
who might be doing this.” Clenching his eyes shut, he 
realized his hand was shaking. Perhaps this was a way of 
righting the damning events even if he would never forgive 
himself. 


Pouring two shots of bourbon, Aleks sighed. “I think you 
have certain suspicions. Don’t you, Jax?” 


“Of course.” 
“Being with me rattles you.” 


“Yes.” The admittance forced Jax to close his eyes. “I’m 
afraid that l'Il place you in harm’s way.” 


Aleks chuckled as he walked forward. Handing Jax a drink, 
he took a sip of his before speaking. “Merely a couple of 
days ago you were certain | was the killer. The change of 
heart is interesting and heartwarming.” 


Jax hissed as he took the drink, carefully avoiding touching 
Aleks. “My change of heart is based on evidence and timing. 
You couldn’t have performed the murders based on the time 
of death and your alibi. That’s it, Aleksandr. Nothing more. 
However in the department’s eyes you’re still on the list. 
Being here could cause me trouble and that’s something | 
don’t need. In truth, | fear there is no other way the monster 
will tip his hand. That’s why I’m here. Don’t take advantage 
of the situation.” Nearly gulping the drink, the cool liquid 
instantly calmed his nerves. “Let’s get this night over with 
and then hopefully the killer will make mistakes.” 


“| assure you, he won't.” 


“Interesting. You’re certain it’s a he.” 


“Lam. From the brutality of the attacks, the force indicates a 
male.” 


Jax smiled. “Said like a man that knows more than he 
should.” Hmmm... This was interesting indeed. 


Turning his eyes toward Jax, a slight smile curled across his 
lip. “My gut instincts are usually correct Jax and while you 
certainly have tried to keep certain aspects of the case out 
of the public’s eyes, many details have been leaked. Are 
there not certain body parts missing, detective? Have the 
bodies not been drained of blood?” 


Growling, Jax looked away. “You act like you’ve seen this 
before.” 


“This level of defiling a human body? Perhaps. I’ve lived a 
long life, detective. I’ve seen many horrible methods of 
torture in my old country and ones that | hope never to see 
again. There are many real monsters that live in our world 
and some that can’t be tamed.” 


Taken aback, he tipped his head and stared in the man’s 
eyes. Monsters? He was no fool. Talk on the street was of 
creatures roaming the night and drinking blood to remain 
immortal. Fairytales and monsters, vampires and ghosts 
ruled thoughts in the press. Fear was growing. The case was 
too similar to the one in the past and soon the press would 
Snag that tasty treat as well. “Meaning?” 


Aleks sighed and walked to the back window. “Meaning, 
dear man that there are many things you can’t understand 
and unfortunately I’m going to have to bring you into a 
world that you’re terrified and hungering for. You’re going to 
experience aspects of life that | fear will terrify you.” 


“Terrify me? Dear God, more riddles. | have to be able to 
trust you, Aleks. What exactly are you going to show me?” 


“The ugly world detective for one thing and it will challenge 
your very belief in all you believe your world to be. | did 
some checking on you.” 


“And what did you find?” Jax asked suspiciously. 


“I know about four years ago. | also know that these kills are 
similar enough in nature that you’re going out of your mind 
with worry. Am I not correct?” Aleks inched closer. 


Jax sucked in his breath. “It means nothing.” 


Aleks remained quiet sipping his drink. “I can see the torture 
in your eyes and perhaps one day you and I can sit down 
and talk about our respective horrors for | assure you | have 
them as well.” 


Swallowing hard, for some reason he wanted to open up to 
Aleks and given another night and perhaps another set of 
circumstances perhaps he would but he had a murder to 
settle. “And the other?” As he gazed into Aleks’ eyes, he 
knew exactly what the man was going to say. Every part of 
his body shaking from desire, he sucked in his breath and 
held it as his cock throbbed. 


“Ah yes. The other.” Turning slowly, Aleks nodded. “Jax 
Steele, you’re going to become my lover.” 


As they locked eyes, Jax sucked in his breath, the vision of 
their naked bodies remaining in the forefront of his mind. At 
that moment there was no repulsion only need and it ripped 
apart all that he knew about himself. Unable to lie, he finally 
admitted. Aleks was right. 


Aleks studied Jax’s reaction and smiled. While the man 
appeared shocked, he also seemed resigned and Aleks 
could easily smell the luscious cop’s desire as it spread 
though his body. He sipped his drink and remained quiet. 
The tremors of others hungers were having a strong effect 
on Jax’s body. The man needed to feed. Aleks knew he’d 
have to coerce Jax into taking some of his blood but he 
feared what forcing him would mean. Finding out about Jax’s 
horrific past drew him to the man even more. What better 
way for Nikolay to drag the man under than to torture his 
soul? 


Swallowing hard, Jax looked away. “I’m not like that.” 


Chuckling, Aleks swirled his drink before setting the glass 
down. “I smell your need but | won’t push you but | 
understand you more than you realize. You’ve never found a 
love that satisfied you. You desire me more than you want to 
believe. When you're ready, l'Il share with you joys of the 
flesh like you’ve never had in your life and then we'll 
become as one.” Allowing the words to sink in, Aleks 
thought about the future. The old scriptures told of one true 
mate for each vampire. Jax Steele was without a doubt his 
mate. While no children could be produced, their joining 
would be exalted among their people. A selected surrogate 
would allow the continuation of their race with the Jax’s 
sperm and Aleks’ blood infused into the child. Soon enough 
Jax would have to make a choice and Aleks knew that 
wouldn’t come easily. “Come. Let’s begin the session. | have 
everything ready. My instinct tells me that the killer is 
hovering, waiting to see what we do.” 


“Where are you sending the pictures?” 


“It seems the gallery owner is curious about them. I’ve 
made arrangements to drop the pictures there. Whoever is 
purchasing these wants it no other way.” Aleks could see a 
Sparkle in the detective’s eye. Jax wasn’t telling him 
something. “You plan on being there for the exchange.” 


“Of course.” 
“Then l'Il go with you. Part of my bargain was a meeting.” 


“A meeting? No can do, Aleks. You’re a civilian and you 
continue to be a suspect. My boss would have my badge,” 
Jax tilted his head and gave Aleks a hard look. 


Aleks smiled. “Very well.” He had every intention of 
finding out who was helping Nikolay. There was no doubt 
that the vampire would play his hand as soon as he realized 
Felicity was gone. He only hoped that his scheme wasn’t 
detected yet. Fully suspecting that Nikolay wanted more 
than just the amulet and potion, he had spent the remainder 
of the afternoon reading the old texts. Why Aleks believed 
that he could get away from the family and the order was 
beyond him. They had him by the balls. The time of Red Fire 
could not be denied. 


Contacting Durac had been difficult for him and while he 
didn’t believe that Durac was aware of Dimitri’s existence 
yet, he would soon find out and they would have to work 
together to get the child out of the country. Only then would 
the firestorm that had been created be squelched. If his 
powers were restored and he found the amulet then their 
kind would live another millennium as rulers. The only 
Saving grace to the damning situation was that there could 
be some peace amongst his people as long as Dimitri was 
alive. Every prophecy he had chosen not to believe was true 


and while he was in a sense the caretaker for the small 
child, it was a position he didn’t want. 


Jax nodded and set his drink down with a thud. “Let’s get 
this over with.” 


Leading Jax to the upper floor, Aleks noticed his surprise 
as he gazed across at his mock bedroom complete with a 
few apparatuses used for his kink. “What is it, dear Jax? Did 
you somehow believe that because of my tastes | would 
bring all my subjects into a dungeon? What you saw before | 
don’t use for my pictures. I’m an artist, not a 
sadomasochist. The request of this person who we both 
believe to be the killer is a bit daring but it doesn’t mean | 
won't capture it in a particular sensual light.” 


“What...what do you want me to do?” Jax asked quietly as 
he gazed up to the chains dangling from the ceiling. 


“First, undress while | prep the cameras.” Aleks moved 
toward the window and peered outside and sensed Durac’s 
approach. Hearing nothing, he turned. Jax hadn’t moved. “I 
assure you Jax that we'll be careful how we do this. This is 
about catching a killer and nothing more. 


“Yes.” Sounding unsure, Jax slowly removed his clothing, 
his eyes never leaving Aleks. “What is the request?” 


Aleks adjusted a tripod and sighed. “You’re my slave. 
There are three specific pictures desired. The first is benign, 
lying in wait for his Master. The second kneeling and hungry 
in chains and the third is the most troublesome.” 


“Meaning?” 


“Have you ever heard of a snuff film, Jax?” 


“I’ve seen the aftermath.” 


“Then you know the pictures are difficult to fake,” Aleks 
breathed. 


Nodding, Jax lowered his eyes. “What method?” 
“Rope.” 


Jax swallowed and closed his eyes as he kicked off his 
shoes and unfastened his pants. “When are you delivering 
the pictures?” 


“First thing in the morning.” 


‘Then you come right back here. Is that understood?” 
Standing completely naked, he glared at Aleks, his look 
defiant. 


Gazing down the length of the man, Aleks smiled and 
beckoned him closer. Licking his lips, he suddenly wanted 
nothing more than to have the man drop to his knees and 
suck his cock. “I assure you I'll follow your orders 
completely. | will repeat myself one more time. You must 
follow my directions, Jax. Yes?” 


“Yas, ” 


Aleks sighed before nodding. “Come. Let’s begin with you 
lying on the bed.” 


Jax nodded and slowly moved to the bed. Lying down on 
the satin sheets, he clenched his fists as his body tensed. 


“Relax detective. | understand you’re unused to modeling 
but all you need to do is enjoy the slice of satin brushing 
against your body. Languish in the feel of the material and 


the thought that you’re waiting for your master to come 
home. Imagine seeing his face, the man you love 
completely and are ready to surrender to a moment of 
blissful rapture.” 


Jax sighed and moved toward the center of the bed. 


Aleks continued his soothing words of encouragement as 
he began shooting a series of shots. Impressed at the 
detective’s ability to take direction immediately, he smiled. 
The camera loved him. The man was stunning in body, built 
in mind to utter perfection with toned muscles and long 
legs. Breathtaking in his own right, Jax rivaled every boy 
he’d taken pictures of. “That’s it. Very nice. Now crawl to the 
end of the bed and rise onto your knees. Hold out your 
hands. Your master is home and you want nothing more 
than to give him all that he needs.” His cock twitched, 
desperate to have the man. He had resisted feeding 
knowing what Jax needed and now his thirst was almost to 
the desperate point. Losing control was not an option. 


As Jax rose onto his knees, he shivered and blinked 
furiously. Holding out his hands a look of terror trashed 
across his face. His shaft was hard, jutting from his body and 
as Jax stole a quick glance at his condition he groaned. 


“Very sensual.” The look dripped of the perfect 
combination of sensuality and frailty and Aleks wanted 
nothing more than to ease onto the bed and ravage Jax’s 
body. Moving forward, he brushed the back of his hand 
down Jax’s cheek. As Jax tipped his head and looked into 
Aleks’ eyes, his face held wonderment of longing. Aleks slid 
his hand down, dragging the tips of his fingers across Jax’s 
lips before bringing them to his mouth, suckling. The taste 
of Jax’s musk was a powerful aphrodisiac. 


Shaking, Jax arched his back as if offering. 


Resisting the temptation, Aleks eased back. “Wonderful. 
Our next task may trouble you more.” Aleks walked to a 
Small table and selected his collar of choice. Holding the 
thick strand of leather into the light, he sensed the tension 
mounting in Jax. “This will do nicely.” As he moved toward 
the detective, he nodded, trying to ease his fears. “You’ve 
never worn one?” 


“Hell no.” 


“But you've wanted to. Haven’t you?” Aleks purred as he 
cocked his head and held his gaze on Jax’s throbbing cock. 
“Off the bed.” 


Swallowing hard, Jax darted his eyes away as he climbed 
off the bed. 


“Haven't you?” 
“Yyyyeeesss!” 


Inhaling the scent of the man, Aleks tongued his fangs. 
“Turn around.” 


“What?” 


“In this regard my dear boy, you’d be punished for 
disobeying. You must understand that a Master is in 
complete control of his sub. While the sub is truly in control, 
the Dom is the one that gives pain and punishment as 
necessary. Bliss and agony are as one. Do you understand?” 


Jax nodded as he turned around slowly. 


Crack! 


Slapping Jax across the ass, Aleks hissed as he set his 
camera down. “Answer me.” 


Jax shivered. “Yes...sir.” 


“Better.” Sliding his hand through Jax’s long locks, he 
licked his lips before pressing the flat of his hand down Jax’s 
spine to his ass. Cupping and kneading the muscular flesh, 
Aleks purred. “Lift your hair so that | can lock your collar.” 


Saying nothing, Jax pushed his hair to the side. 


Aleks moved behind him. “Open your legs.” 


“| ” 


Crack! Pop! 
“Ooohhhhh!” His body jerking forward, Jax hissed. 


“One more time and l'Il tie you to a bench and give you 
the punishment you deserve for disobeying me. Do you 
understand?” 


“Yes!” Said through clenched teeth, Jax’s cock swelled. He 
lowered his head in acquiescence and moaned softly. 


Surprised the good detective was allowing every move, 
Aleks pressed on. Jax’s scent nearly drove him wild. Raking 
his tongue across his emerging canines, he hissed. “You'll 
look dazzling in this.” As he placed the collar around Jax’s 
neck, he inhaled deeply, gathering the delicious fragrance 
of the man. A series of pulses danced through his body. 
Clasping the lock, he allowed the tips of his fingers to slide 
across Jax’s shoulders and down his back. As goose bumps 
popped across the heat of Jax’s skin, Aleks grew famished. 
The musky scent of sex floated between them dragging out 


the beast that dwelled within. | want you and l'Il fuck you 
soon enough, lover. 


Jax trembled and dropped his head. “What...are you...?” 


“Ssshhhh...” Pushing the envelope, he kneaded Jax’s back 
and waist, finally lowering his head and pressing his lips 
across the heat of Jax’s skin. 


A single moan erupted from Jax’s lips. Lolling his head 
back, he allowed the touch to continue. 


“You want me, Jax. There’s no doubt. Why fight the destiny 
we both share? Give in to the hunger you feel between us. 
Give in and l'Il shower you with a moment of ecstasy.” 
Raking his fangs across Jax’s shoulder, a thin line of blood 
was his reward. He knew that Jax was nervous and the fear 
was nothing more than a heady aphrodisiac. “If you like, | 
can teach you the ways of black arts.” 


“Black arts?” His breath ragged, Jax fell back against 
Aleks, his entire body quaking. 


Licking up and down the side of Jax’s neck, Aleks purred 
and caressed Jax’s thighs. The soft feel of his warm skin 
invigorated him to the point that his body tingled in 
anticipation of tasting the stunning man. “Feel good?” 


“Mmmm...” 


“That’s it.” Sliding his hands around Jax’s hips, he slowly 
moved down to the front of his thighs as he savored the 
sweet taste of his blood. Inching toward Jax’s throbbing 
cock, he ground his hips back and forth across Jax’s carved 
ass, allowing him to understand his need. 


“No...1...n0...” Jax breathed. Yet he reached back and 
brushed his hands across Aleks’ legs. 


“|jjaaaaxxx...sssshhh...” Using both hands, he caressed 
and kneaded his legs as his nipped Jax’s neck, drawing 
another drop of blood. “I want to be inside of you. I’m going 
to fuck you. Do you understand?” 


Jax swallowed hard and moaned. “Not yet.” 


Yet? “Hmmm...” The promise made, Aleks shivered. 
Inching the metal studded cock ring from his pocket, he held 
it out in front of Jax. “I’m going to put this on you for the 
shoot.” The pounding if Jax’s heart echoed in his ears like a 
beacon of wanton lust. 


Jax lifted his head and stared at the metal and leather 
object, opening and closing his mouth. “I...Aleks...1 can’t. 
This is too much.” Grasping Aleks’ wrist, Jax dug his fingers 
into the man’s flesh. He held Aleks’ wrist still, panting and 
licking his lips. 


Aleks said nothing, giving Jax time to decide. Breathing a 
swath of air across Jax’s neck, he licked up to his earlobe as 
he took a fingertip and feathered it lightly back and forth 
across the inside of Jax’s thigh. “Don’t you want to find the 
murderer, Jax? You know why he wants this. He knew that 
you would be my choice. Of course you had to be. | wonder 
why he wants to taunt you?” Easing his hand another inch 
across Jax’s leg, he inhaled and wrapped his hand around 
the base of Jax’s shaft, stroking gently. God, he wanted this 
man more than he had any others. “Tell me you want me.” 


“Oooohhh...Aleks...I...” Dropping his hand, Aleks groaned. 
Crack! 


“Aaahhh!” Jax jerked forward. 
“You answer me when | command you period. Tell me.” 
“1...1 want you to...fuck me...” 


Encouraged, Aleks suckled Jax’s neck, drawing the flesh 
between his teeth. Stroking Jax’s cock, he pulsed his hand 
up and down the entire length, raking his nail over the 
sensitive slit. “You feel so good. I’m going to slide my dick 
inside your ass, filling you until you call out my name.” 


Jax reached back and wrapped his arm around Aleks’ 
Shoulder, arching his back. His body shaking, a series of 
scattered moans pulsed back his lips. “Yes...1...” 


Taking his other hand, Aleks moved it between them, 
tracing a line up and down the crack of Jax’s ass. Pushing 
him forward slightly, he continued pumping his throbbing 
Shaft in slow, languishing moves as he used his fingers to 
part Jax’s ass cheeks. “Yes...I’m Sure you’re so tight.” 
Rimming his dark hole, Aleks pushed the tip of his finger 
inside. 


“Oooohhhh...|...” Jax jerked involuntarily and gripped 
Aleks’ leg. 


Aleks kicked Jax’s legs further apart and pushed him over 
at the waist. “Yes, that’s it.” Pushing his digit in further, he 
hit the tight ring of muscle. Smiling, he closed his eyes and 
drew his finger out adding a second. As he slid them both 
inside, pushing past the muscle, he flexed his fingers open 
and closed, barely able to contain his needs. “You're tight. 
Imagine my cock buried inside of you.” Growling, he nipped 
and sucked the side of Jax’s neck as he stroked Jax’s shaft, 
going up and down the entire length. “Hear me, sweet Jax. 
I’m going to fuck you hard like you’ve always hungered for 


but were afraid to admit. You’re going to belong to me both 
body and soul and tonight your training begins.” It wasn’t a 
question but a blatant statement of truth and Aleks knew 
that Jax was ready to accept. 


“Uh...” Jax shivered and leaned forward slightly as if 
offering blatantly. 


In and out Aleks pushed his fingers, driving with long, hard 
strokes ready to take the man that would belong to him. 
“I’m going to take you now. The pictures can wait.” 


Crack! Slap! 
“You deserve to be punished.” 
Hesitating, Jax shivered. “Yes...sir.” 


Surprised, Aleks guided him slowly toward the bed, 
pushing him over the edge and tossed the ring down beside 
him. “Remain still.” Pushing Jax’s head all the way to the 
bed, he glided to his collection of toys and grabbed a 
leather belt. As he gazed at Jax’s waiting form, he sighed. 
“Twenty lashes today. When you're with me you will obey 
every command, every desire. Is that understood?” 


“Yas, a) 
Whoosh! Crack! 


“Aaahhhh!” Jax jerked back as the lashes connected on his 
ass, wrapping around his thigh. 


“And the first order of obeying is you call me Sir or Master. 
Now, is that understood?” 


Jax panted and dropped his head. “Yes, sir.” 
“Better,” Aleks cooed. 
Pop! Slap! Crack! 


As Aleks drew the belt back and slammed it against Jax’s 
ass, he trembled in anticipation of thrusting his cock hard 
into the man. Peppering Jax’s ass with long hard strokes the 
sound of the belt connecting on Jax’s tender flesh crackled 
into the room, sending a shower of electric current dancing 
into the air. His hunger bursting, Aleks licked his lips in 
appreciation of the red welts on Jax’s ass. 


“Ah...ohoh....yyyyeeessss!” 
Crack! 


The last stroke of punishment given, he strode toward Jax 
realizing that he wouldn’t be denied. This moment was not 
mating but merely sex and hunger fusing together ina 
fantasy they both shared. Kicking Jax’s legs apart, Aleks 
grunted and unfastened his pants. Leaning over, he nipped 
Jax’s earlobe and wanted nothing more than to sink his 
fangs into his jugular but it wasn’t time yet. Sliding his 
finger down the crack of Jax’s ass, Aleks tipped his head 
back and growled into the humid air. This was well worth 
waiting for. Unfastening his pants, he freed his cock and 
stroked from the base to the tip as he gazed down at his 
lover. 


Jax trembled as he gripped the bedding and yet he arched 
his back as a blatant offering. 


Pressing the tip of his shaft to the entrance of Jax’s dark 
hole, the savage creature within him rose to the surface. 
Sliding his dick just inside, he held Jax’s hips and leaned to 


lick across the heat of Jax’s neck. “You'll be mine in body 
and soul.” 


Jax moaned and dropped his head. 


Aleks snarled and thrust his cock inside in one long hard 
drive. “Yyyyeeeeesss!” 


“Aaaaahhhh!” Jax threw his head back and wailed yet he 
opened his legs wide. 


“That’s it. Take all of me.” Aleks withdrew his shaft until 
just the tip was inside and then drove into his ass in long 
deep drives as his fingers clawed into Jax’s tender flesh. “So 
tight.” Hissing, Aleks roared to the Gods of night around 
them. Soon they would mate. In and out he continued the 
Savage motions as every stroke became a manic display of 
his famished beast. 


Jax grunted and thrust his hips back meeting every hard 
thrust. “Oh...ohohoh!” 


“Yes, that’s it. Relax.” 


“Mmmm....ohoh...” Jax thrashed his head back and forth 
as his legs quaked. 


“Yes...tasty boy.” Aleks knew he wouldn’t last long. As he 
hungered to slice his fangs into his lover, he resisted. 
Plunging in hard thrusts, his heart raced from a need he’d 
never felt before. Gripping Jax’s hips, he couldn’t hold back 
the raging tide. Driving into his ass until he could no longer 
focus as a series of vibrant flashes pulsed across his field of 
vision, he threw his head back and erupted inside. 
“Yyyyyeeeessss!” 


“Ooooohhhh...” 


Aleks continued driving into him until the last of his cum 
spewed into Jax’s ass. His eyes barely focusing, he tipped 
his head back and snarled. “You are mine now, Jax Steele.” 
Sliding his arm around Jax’s thigh, Aleks wrapped his hand 
around the base of Jax’s pulsing erection and squeezed. 
“Mmm...you need to cum?” 


“Yes,” Jax whispered, his body shaking. 


Aleks toyed with him, pumping Jax’s cock until beads of 
pre-cum flowed from his slit. “Not yet.” Raking his finger 
through the trickle of sperm, Aleks brought his finger to his 
mouth, savoring the flavor of the man. “You only cum when | 
allow you to and you haven't been a good boy. Now we 
continue.” Licking Jax’s neck, he growled. “You do 
understand?” 


“Yes...no...1...” Tossing his head back and forth, Jax 
moaned. 


Aleks heard the confusion mix with need and as Jax grew 
rigid he removed his cock slowly and licked down the length 
of Jax’s neck. “You'll understand your need soon enough.” 
He helped Jax off the edge of the bed and patted his ass. 
Fastening his own pants, Aleks brushed his hands through 
his hair and sniffed before grabbing the cock ring. “You 
respond well to pain and pleasure. Discipline Jax is vital and 
one | see you crave. We'll share many more experiences.” 


Scuttling forward, Jax grabbed the cock ring out of Aleks’ 
hand and look a long stride forward. Fiddling, he inhaled 
deeply. “The pictures can’t wait.” His voice strangled, he 
shivered. 


“Fine. The pictures will show a dazzling glow of a man 
freshly fucked. Allow me to help you.” Desire remained 


burrowed inside Aleks. His need almost insatiable, he 
Snarled and dragged his tongue across his canines. 


“I can do it myself.” Fumbling, Jax kept his back turned as 
he studied the ring. His body swaying back and forth, he 
struggled to catch his breath. 


Shaking his head, Aleks sighed. “You're exhausted and 
you need food.” 


= 
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“Hear me. | don’t know what just happened but | can’t... 
“The pictures sweet lover.” 


“Yes...1...l haven’t slept much as you can imagine and | 
can’t...eat.” 


“We'll get the remainder of the shots quickly.” Aleks 
sniffed. Durac had arrived. Gazing out the window he knew 
the vampire sensed the human. 


Jax turned slowly and wiped beads of sweat from his brow. 
“Fine. What do | do?” 


“Kneel, raise your hands out and lower your head.” 


As Jax lowered slowly onto his knees, he licked his lips 
before dropping his head. “No offense, Aleks but when this 
is over, | never want to see you again.” 


Aleks smiled. “Spread your legs and turn your hands over. 
You know what you need, Jax. Your body doesn’t lie.” Ina 
matter of minutes he took the necessary shots. “You can get 
up now.” As he watched Jax struggle to get to his feet, he 
caught the look of haunted pain flash across the detective’s 
face. “Did the demons destroy you, Jax and which ones are 
you running from?” 


“The same ones we all have, Aleks.” Jax snarled and 
wiped his face. “Finish this bullshit.” 


“Some more than others | suppose, sweet man. You hide 
from yourself and what you need. Why? You just had your 
first experience with the dark fantasy you've searched for 
your entire life and you seemed to crave what we shared. 
Are you terrified of being a homosexual?” 


“No! No...I’m...not...” 


“Which is it, Jax? We just shared a wonderful moment so 
which is it?” 


Jax jerked his head up and hissed. “It was wrong...lI...” 


“Wrong? Your cock remains hard. Will you do all | ask if | 
allow you to cum?” Seeing the question rattle Jax to the 
core, Aleks shook his head. “No need to answer. You’ve 
found the one man who can give you everything you’ve 
ever yearned for. Succumb to me and l'Il teach you many 
thing.” 


Jax opened and closed his mouth before rubbing his eyes. 
“What are you hiding, Aleks? You seem to want me to 
believe in your innocence yet every step of the way I’m 
faced with you being smack in the middle of the case.” 


As the insinuation flew from the detective’s mouth, Aleks 
could tell he was hinting at something. If only he could read 
the man’s mind. Damn Durac for taking the ability away. 
“What do you mean?” 


Placing his hands on his hips, Jax tipped his head and yet 
couldn’t keep his gaze locked on Aleks. “Who are you 
really?” 


“Meaning?” 


“Did you wipe off your fingerprints from your car or do you 
not have fingerprints?” 


The question caught Aleks completely off guard. Smiling 
wryly, he held up his hand showing the ridges. While the 
good detective had stumbled on his true identity 
accidentally, by all appearances he was completely human. 
While his heart didn’t beat per se, blood coursed through his 
body, keeping his skin tones warm and while cool to the 
touch, he could pass for being alive. “Would you like a closer 
examination?” 


“Then that means you wiped them off.” 


“Hardly detective. Your tests are wrong. Did you find any 
from the person who destroyed my car?” Hmmm... The 
detective was getting too close. 


Jax smiled. “Not yet but we will.” 


“Time for our final task, Jax Steele.” Nodding to the iron 
bar hanging from the ceiling, Aleks sensed a curious dread 
growing in the detective as Jax locked his gaze on the 
hanging noose. The two sets of chains dangled from the 
hard steel with a single box positioned in the middle. “Some 
say that the euphoric rapture just at the moment of dying is 
the most powerful aphrodisiac known. Tell me, sweet Jax, 
are you prepared to enter a moment of blackness?” 


Gulping, Jax wiped a trickle of sweat from his brow. 
“People do this shit?” 


“All the time. Come.” As Aleks guided Jax to the center, he 
pressed his hand over the man’s face. “You must trust me or 
you will get hurt. Do you understand?” 


“Yas, ” 


“Step onto the box.” Raising first one of Jax’s wrists to the 
manacle and then the next, Aleks secured him carefully and 
stood back. Nikolay was testing his will powers. The choice 
of having a human’s life in his very hands in such a different 
manner was cunning. “We'll do this very quickly. Do not 
struggle or you will lose your life.” Climbing on an adjacent 
stool, Aleks placed the heavy-duty robe around Jax’s neck 
and pulled it taut. Inhaling the intense scent of Jax’s fear, he 
emitted a single low growl and stepped off, grabbing his 
camera. 


“What can | anticipate?” Jax breathed, his body shaking. 


“For some it’s utter terror that drags their soul into a 
moment of hell. For others it’s nothing more than a taste of 
rapture and an eagerness for more.” Aleks gazed up at his 
lover and licked his lips, allowing his hand to travel down 
from Jax’s waist to his swelling cock. Grazing his finger down 
the length of Jax’s shaft, he smiled as his lover shivered at 
his touch. “I shall enjoy showing you all the joys of being 
with me. 


Swallowing hard, Jax opened and closed his eyes.” Let’s 
get this over with.” 


“Very well, detective.” Aleks hissed and kicked the box 
from under Jax’s feet, the force pushing Jax’s body into a 
Swinging position. 


As the look of surprise turned into an utter moment of 
complete horror, Jax struggled with his bindings, pitching his 
body back and forth. “Aaaahhhhhh!” 


Aleks took shot over shot in rapid succession only allowing 
the damning event to continue briefly. Setting the camera 


down, he quickly grabbed the box and placed it under Jax’s 
legs. As the man coughed and sputtered, he growled seeing 
Jax’s real turmoil. “We're done. No more.” He swore in the 
language of his people and wished nothing but blackness 
and death for Nikolay. 


Choking, Jax sputtered and coughed as Aleks removed his 
Shackles. His entire body shaking, he panted and wrapped 
his arms around Aleks’ neck. “I...uh...” 


“That’s it. | have you. Don’t talk yet.” His touch gentle, 
Aleks eased him down and held the shaking man, caressing 
his back until Jax’s breathing returned to normal. “You did 
well.” 


“How...can...people do...that kind of...shit?” Jax breathed. 


“There are many aspects of fetish play that humans enjoy. 
| for one am not into this method of dying.” 


Jax lifted his head. “You say...that as if...you’re not a 
sSadomasochist.” Easing back from Aleks, he wiped his 
mouth. 


“I’m in to domination of man and my lover, not sadism.” 
Leaning forward, Aleks cupped Jax’s chin, holding it tightly. 
“One day you'll beg for more and until then, l'Il be your 
lover.” Capturing Jax’s mouth, Aleks pressed his tongue past 
Jax’s lips, relishing in the taste of the man that forced his 
cock against the tight confines of his pants. Grunting, he slid 
his hand down Jax’s back to his ass, kneading the carved 
flesh. 


Jax pushed against him hard, clawing and gripping his arm 
until he slowly succumbed, sliding his arm around Aleks’ 
neck and dragging him tightly into the heat of his body. The 
kiss became a manic roar of need as their tongues 


entwined, exploring the dark reaches. Grinding his shaft into 
Aleks’ groin, he moaned into the kiss. 


Aleks gripped him tightly as he squeezed Jax’s ass before 
Sliding his finger up and down the length of Jax’s crack. 
Every part of his body sizzled, hungry to take the man and 
while he was normally the receiver, the Master, tonight he 
longed to taste Jax in every way. Breaking the kiss, he 
nipped Jax’s lower lip before dropping slowly to his knees. 


“What are...” Unable to finish, Jax sucked in his breath and 
closed his eyes as he gripped Aleks’ shoulder. 


Aleks took Jax’s throbbing erection into his hands and 
grazed his finger up and down the length. Squeezing Jax’s 
balls, he was rewarded with a single whimper as Jax pushed 
his groin forward. His hunger too great, he engulfed Jax’s 
cock, taking his cock all the way to the base. 


“Sweet Jesus!” Jax moaned, his legs shaking. 


Licking and sucking, using his strong jaw muscles, Aleks 
savored the intense tang of his lover as he continued 
squeezing his balls to the point of pain. 


“Oh...1...ohohoh!” Tossing his head back, Jax exhaled as he 
grabbed Aleks’ head. His legs shaking, Jax fucked Aleks’ 
mouth, going in and out in long hard drives. 


Aleks growled as his fangs pushed against his gums, the 
anguish building. As the first beads of pre-cum slid down his 
throat, Jax’s temperature dropped. Withdrawing Jax’s cock, 
Aleks held his hips as he glanced up at Jax. His body was 
shutting down. 


“What?” Jax whispered as his body wavered. 


“You're growing too ill. | must help you,” Aleks rose to his 
feet. He eased back and groaned. 


“What do you mean?” As Jax took a step forward, he 
gasped and grabbed his heart. “What...” 


“Shit!” Rushing toward him, Aleks growled as he grabbed 
Jax’s body before it fell to the floor. “Fuck. Stay with me, 
Jax.” Lifting him into his arms, he cradled Jax’s trembling 
body. 


“What’s...happening to...me?” Jax breathed, his voice 
barely audible. 


“Your body is shutting down bodily functions. Without 
blood you'll die. l'Il try and reverse what’s been done to you 
but | can’t promise without a blood transfusion.” 


“Even with a transfusion, he could die and that was not 
my intent,” Durac said as he walked further into the room. 


“I could kill you for your impetuous behavior!” Laying Jax 
down on the bed, Aleks pressed strands of sweaty hair from 
his face. “How long have you been standing there?” 


“Long enough to know that you’ve begun the mating 
process.” Durac closed the distance to the bed. 


“I couldn’t resist,” Aleks hissed as he gazed down at Jax. It 
was too soon to turn him. The one aspect of their mating 
that was vital to the continuation of the race was producing 
children. If Jax could give them a child to keep then they 
could in a sense, continue their race. 


“|I understand but since you’ve taken him. Nikolay will 
know.” 


“What? What is...what...” Jax’s body began shivering 
uncontrollably, his head thrashing back and forth on the 
pillows. 


“Tell me why Nikolay would care who | believe to be my 
mate. Is there something you’re not telling me?” 


“Control, dear man. You know Nikolay will use this to 
control you.” Durac pressed a finger across Jax’s face. “He’s 
lovely. | can see why you hunger so desperately for him.” 


“Talk to me. What the hell aren’t you telling me?” Aleks 
Snarled. 


Jax moaned as blood and spittle soewed from his mouth. 
“Help...me...” 


“There’s little time before he dies or you have to turn him. 
If you want to know the truth, save him now and then we'll 
talk.” Durac turned and headed for the stairs. 


“Durac. What am | getting him into the middle of?” 


“The choices are out of our hands. The Red Flame is 
strong. You were led here for a reason. He was damned from 
the moment of his birth as we all were.” 


“What are you trying to tell me?” 


Durac turned. “You were always the legacy and destined 
to bring up life far into the future.” 


“I know what the writings say and what we’ve talked 
about. Why are you hesitating? What is it about Nikolay that 
troubles you so?” 


“Your history was kept from you and now there’s no more 
time to hide.” 


“Then tell me!” 


Durac gazed into Aleks’ eyes. “You're not the only heir.” 


Chapter Fifteen 


Aleks watched Durac walk out of the room and snarled, his 
anger growing. The man had refused to give up the last 
secret and one he no doubt needed if he hoped to keep any 
of them alive. 


“Oooohhh!” Jax moaned and reached out for Aleks. 
“Please...” 


Sitting on the edge of the bed, he brushed his hand across 
Jax's face. The only way to break the hold was a blood 
exchange and that would only stop the damning effects for 
so long. Durac’s anger was difficult to refute. While Aleks 
could hide Jax’s memory to a point, as the burning thirst 
returned, he would remember. “Jax. You have to hear me. 
You're dying. There is only one way | can save you.” 


Opening and closing his eyes, Jax barely registered 
anything as anguish racked his body. 


“Forgive me, lover. This isn’t how | hoped the evening 
would go.” Taking Jax’s wrist, he lifted it to his mouth and 
licked across his vein, barely detecting Jax’s pulse. There 


was no time to waste. Elongating his fangs, he plunged 
them deep into Jax’s vein. 


“Aaaahhh!” Jerking up from the bed, Jax gasped and 
grabbed Aleks’ arms. “What...are...you...” Thumping back 
on the bed, he panted as his strangled moans filled the air. 


Aleks sucked his blood, filling his body with not only food 
for life but the essence of the man’s soul. Because Jax was 
dying flashes of the man’s life filtered past Aleks’ eyes like a 
rolling picture show of the man’s past. Haunting memories 
of his life and lovers mixed with the horrors that he’d 
experienced. 


When he released Jax, Aleks gasped. He’d heard of such 
experiences with other vampires but never encountered 
anything close. Left breathless, it was only the ragged 
breathing coming from Jax that dragged his out of the 
moment of hell. “Jax. You need to feed. You have to trust 
me.” 


While Jax’s eyes opened, they were unseeing, filled with 
the blackness of death. 


Aleks roared and drew his own wrist into his mouth, 
ripping away the skin. As his blood flowed, he lifted Jax’s 
head with one hand and lowered his wrist to Jax’s pursed 
lips. “Drink my blood or you'll die. Drink as we become 
one.” 


“No!” Jax fought, his body thrashing. 


Aleks held his head tightly and pressed the bloody wound 
into his mouth. “Don’t argue. Drink.” 


“Argh!” Jax opened and closed his eyes as he tossed his 
head back and forth. 


“Stop fighting!” He commanded, pressing his wrist further 
into Jax’s mouth, giving him no option. 


His cries strangled, slowly Jax darted his tongue out, 
licking the droplets of blood. 


“That’s it. Drink to your fill.” As Jax gripped onto the 
wound, licking furiously, Aleks threw his head back and 
roared. 


Jax drank hungrily, finally wrapping his hand around Aleks’ 
wrist. 


Opening his eyes, Aleks gazed down at him and inhaled 
deeply, his eyes marred by the creature that lived within. He 
said a prayer to creatures of his kind that this one not die. 
He’d lived too many years alone and lonely. As Jax fell into a 
deep sleep, he removed his wrist and licked the wound 
closed. Leaning over, he brushed his lips across Jax’s 
forehead and sighed. For the first time in centuries he was 
terrified of his kind and of the future. 


Finding Durac in the living room gazing out the window, he 
sighed and moved to make a drink. 


“I take it he’s going to be all right?” Durac breathed. 
“AS all right as he can be. Your hold was strong.” 
“| felt it necessary. There are so many things to discuss.” 


Hissing, Aleks poured the glass full of whiskey and took a 
large gulp, relishing in the burn in the back of his throat. 
“You need to tell me the rest of this story now.” 


“Then you allow me to finish.” Durac shook his head and 
exhaled. “You know, | never wanted you to leave. | was 


impetuous with my actions falling for you. When | was 
imprisoned, | grew angry at you but in truth | was angry with 
myself.” 


“We've been over this, Durac. Nikolay is murdering 
humans to destroy my life, take my mate and conquer a 
throne. While | understand he needs the key, there’s more, 
isn’t there?” 


“Allow me to finish. Please.” Durac shook his head as he 
moved toward the window. 


“Fine. Finish,” Aleks hissed. 


“I was sent here of course to bring you back and to warn 
you. Whether you choose to believe in the old ways, the Red 
Flame exists.” 


“That’s neither here nor there. What does that have to do 
with-?” 


Durac growled. “For once shut up and hear me. The Red 
Flame is either the time of our end or our beginning anew.” 


“Yes.” Growing weary, Aleks looked away. 


“Our ancients knew of the leaders that could lead us into 
the next millennium.” 


Aleks turned his gaze toward Durac. “Leaders as in 
plural?” 


Durac rubbed his eyes. “Yes.” 


“Tell me everything Durac or | swear l'Il rip your throat 
out.” 


Durac snarled. “During the time of our making, the 
foretelling was issued of the future. A woman was selected 
to be the host for our future Kings much like you understand 
what must happen if Jax Steele is your mate. Highly revered, 
she was pure in body and soul until impregnated by our 
maker.” 

“You speak of religion?” 

“You were taught the ancient scrolls.” 

“A story, a fable,” Aleks breathed yet he knew better. 


“Tell me, Aleksandr. Why were you drawn to this place at 
this time?” 


“You know why. | had to get away.” 


Durac smiled as he inched forward. “But why here? You 
have no ties. You had no business until you arrived.” 


Why indeed? Selecting at random, the city seemed far 
away enough. Opening his mouth to retort, the whisper he 
had heard so many nights pulsed in the back of his mind. He 
had been led to Richmond because of Jax. 


“Ah, you're beginning to understand.” 


Blinking furiously, he walked to the window and gazed into 
the sky. “The cresting of the red moon?” 


“Yyyyyeeesss... 
“Why is Nikolay killing humans?” 


“Because he is fighting what is required of him as well. 
Once you accept the position then you must work together.” 


While he heard the words, Aleks refused to believe. “l 
don’t understand.” 


“Yes you do.” Closing the distance, Durac stood behind 
him. “Tell me what you see.” 


“The blackness of night.” 
“And?” 


Narrowing his eyes, it wasn’t that Aleks could see him as 
much as he knew he was there. Waiting. “Nikolay.” 


“Yes. You must make peace. It seems you have something 
that belongs to him,” Durac whispered. “And no, it’s not the 
amulet.” 


“And if | don’t?” 
“Then he’ll take what is yours in every way he can.” 


“What do | have?” Aleks feared the answer. Rubbing the 
gold chain, it was the one piece of jewelry he never 
removed. 


“In order for our world to continue, the key must be 
inserted into the amulet as you know.” 


“Yes, and?” Turning slowly, Aleks gazed into Durac’s eyes 
and fingered the ruby cross, reminiscing. “It was the only 
reminder | kept from home.” 


Nodding, Durac shook his head. “The reason | told you 
before that you had to decide. There is no time left. Where 
is Felicity?” 


Surprised, Aleks cocked his head. “In a safe location.” 


“Keep her safe.” 


“Who is Nikolay to me?” 


“You have to understand that | was forbidden to tell you. 
would’ve been killed.” 


“Who is he?” 


Sighing, Durac turned and gave Aleks a nod of respect. 
“He’s your brother.” 


KKK 


Jax groaned and tried to move and instantly realized that 
everything in his body was in complete anguish. Struggling 
to move, he opened his eyes and immediately shut them as 
light pierced through his retinas. “Fuck!” Clenching his eyes 
shut, he brushed his hands over what he was lying on. 
Sheets. Sighing, he shielded his eyes and opened them 
Slowly. Barely able to focus, he tried to remember where the 
hell he was. Licking his lips, his throat ached. Pressing his 
hand over his mouth he could tell his lips were swollen. The 
vile taste in his mouth was disgusting. As he tried to sit up, 
the first wave of nausea hit him hard in the gut. “Shit!” 


“Don’t move too fast.” 


Jax recognized the voice but why the hell was he with 
him? “Aleks.” 


“Yas, ” 


“I’m at...your place?” 


“Yes,” Aleks said softly as he moved closer. “You’ve been 
very sick. l'Il get you some water.” 


“Wait. Why am I here?” 
“The pictures?” 


Vaguely remembering, flashes of the night pulsed in front 
of his eyes. “Oh yeah. Sick? What do you mean sick?” A 
flash of Aleks’ naked body flowed into his mind. Had 
something happened between them? 


“Let me get you some water. Just relax.” 


Blinking furiously, Jax tried to focus as he scanned the 
perimeter of the room. He swallowed and moved his right 
leg off the bed and instantly the flesh on his ass burned. 
What the hell? As he slid his hand under his ass and felt 
heat, he realized he’d been whipped. Gulping, Jax tried to 
put the pieces together. “Fuck!” Envisioning the intense 
moment of passion, he was embarrassed and... Dear God he 
wanted another taste. What was wrong with him? Trying to 
sit up, another wave of nausea thrashed through his body. 
Why did he feel so damn bad? As he lifted his torso, he 
panted, another wave hitting him hard. Slapping his hand 
over his mouth, he sucked in his breath, trying to keep from 
throwing up all over the man’s floor. Come on guy. Pitching 
his legs off the bed, he sat up in one move and almost 
passed out. Jax dropped his head into his hands. Had he 
really had that much to drink? 


“Here. Try and drink this.” Aleks sank to his knees and 
handed Jax a bottle of water. “You’re very dehydrated.” 


“| feel drugged.” 


“You were very ill. | put you to bed to sleep it off.” 


Jax grabbed the water bottle and twisted the cap, realizing 
he was Shaking like a leaf. As he slowly lifted his head, he 
could see that Aleks was concerned. “I’m sorry. | don’t 
usually drink that much.” Did he even have anything to 
drink? Hell, he couldn’t remember a thing.” Taking a sip, he 
sighed, relishing in the cold crisp water as it slid down his 
throat. 


“Good. Just take it easy and it’s quite all right. We were 
jazzed up on the shoot and | don’t think you had any food.” 
Aleks pressed locks of Jax’s hair from his face. 


“What the hell time is it?” 
“It’s after four.” 


Taking another long swig, the water hit his stomach 
forcing instant cramps. “Shit! Let me guess. You took the 
photographs to the gallery already?” 


Aleks inhaled as he rose to his feet. “Yes, | did.” 
“Damn it!” Why did he feel like throwing up? 


“| did because you've been passed out for almost two 
days.” 


“What...what?” What the hell? Jerking to his feet Jax took 
a step forward as cramps slammed into his body, almost 
dropping him like a stone. Tipping forward, he would have 
fallen if Aleks hadn’t caught him. “Bath...room.” 


“Come on.” Aleks wrapped his arm around Jax’s waist and 
carried him into the bathroom. 


Falling onto his knees, Jax gasped as he retched into the 
toilet. A mixture of water, bile and blood filled the bowl. 


Terrified as blood flowed, he moaned. What the hell was 
going on? 


“You'll feel better soon.” 


Coughing and sputtering, Jax slumped into the floor and 
hugged the toilet. His body jerking, a snippet of a memory 
nagged at the back of his mind. Unable to grab it, he wiped 
his mouth with the back of his hand and eased against the 
wall. “There’s no way I’ve been out for almost two days. No 
drunken state does that. What did you do to me?” 


Aleks folded his arms. “I assure you that | did nothing to 
you, Jax.” I think the case is taking a toll.” 


Jax lolled his head against the wall and laughed until the 
shooting pain dragged him back over the bowl. Dry heaving 
he struggled to breathe. When the wave passed, he slunk 
back, his body shaking violently. “We...did we...” 


“Did we engage in carnal passion, detective? Yes we did,” 
Aleks said quietly. 


“Fuck!” 


“| assure you that you were a willing participant in every 
way.” 


His heart racing, Jax wasn’t sure what to believe. “No...1...” 
Blinking, he remembered the wonderful feeling of being 
taken hard. Tingles of hunger pulsed through his body like a 
series of electric jolts. 


“Yes, dear man and we'll enjoy more together as | begin 
your training.” Aleks grabbed a hand towel and wet it, 
handing it down to Jax. “Come on. Let’s get you back to bed. 
Holding out his hand, he simply nodded. 


Jax wiped his face and grunted. Training? No, he couldn't... 
and yet he knew what he wanted and it terrified him to 
death. As he was helped to his feet, he sensed something 
that hadn’t been between them before, a connection, both 
mental and physical. “I need to call into my office.” 


“Just rest for a little while longer, Jax. You don’t 
understand what your body has been through.” 


“While | appreciate your concern, | have to finish this, 
Aleks. What happened with the pictures?” Nausea wrapped 
around his body forcing a trickle down his spine. 


“Let’s get you sitting and l'II tell you.” 


Too sick to argue, Jax climbed onto the bed and grimaced. 
“Talk to me, Aleks. If I’ve been here sick for almost two days 
then the killer could have gotten away.” 


“I assure you he hasn’t.” 
Jax shook his head. “God damn it! Talk to me!” 


“The pictures are in and the bait taken. I’ve been watching 
carefully and nothing’s happened. As of this morning Stuart 
said the pictures hadn’t been picked up yet.” 


Jax rubbed his eyes. “I’m taking a huge gamble but you 
need to know this.” 


“What detective?” 
“Stuart? How well do you know him?” 
“Why?” 


“Because | think he’s working with the murderer.” 


Aleks tilted his head. “Why...yes. Of course.” 


Jax could see the question settle into the Russian’s brain. 
“He holds the cards.” 


“Then we're out of time.” The growl a low rumble, Aleks 
turned and cursed in Russian. 


“What. You’re not telling me something.” Jax willed his 
body to recover and stood slowly. 


“I’ve been betrayed.” 
“We all have.” 


“You don’t understand!” Aleks snarled as he paced back 
and forth. 


Surprised at the level of rage that bubbled from Aleks, Jax 
knew the story wasn’t over yet and was determined to get 
to the bottom. “I...” The sound of a cell phone chirped from 
across the room. “That’s my phone?” 


“You need to rest.” 


He eyed the pile of clothes and stumbled across the room. 
“It’s my damn job.” Grabbing his pants, he yanked the 
phone from the case secured on his belt. “Detective Steele.” 


“Where the fuck have you been!” Mike’s furious voice 
screamed through the phone. 


“Don’t ask. What’s going on?” 


“Well you better get your damn ass down here, buddy. The 
Sergeant is furious with you and right now, | don’t blame 
him.” 


“Talk to me. What’s going on?” A shiver danced down Jax’s 
spine. 


“A dead man was dropped on your front lawn for one 
thing.” 


“What? John?” 


“You better believe it. The kid was gutted and shredded. 
The only part of his body that was left intact was his head 
and in his mouth was a little note just for you.” 


His body shaking, Jax grabbed the back of a chair to keep 
from falling. “What did it say?” 


“Now | have one of yours.” 


Jax turned and stared at Aleks, his blood running cold. 
“What does that mean?” 


Mike hesitated. 
“Mikel” 
“I can’t locate Amanda.” 


“What do you fucking mean you can’t find Amanda?” 
Barely able to breathe, Jax grabbed his chest, jerking the 
think material away from his body. 


Aleks glided toward him. “What?” 
Jax shook his head. “What do you mean?” 


“She called because she couldn’t get in touch with you 
and then something happened. | don’t know. | heard a 
scream and then | couldn’t reach her. Went to her house. It’s 
nearly destroyed,” Mike breathed. “Look, we're on it. I’ve 


got black and white’s cruising the entire city. The note said 
something else too. Come make a trade.” 


“l...) have some things to do.” A calm swept over Jax’s 
system. 


“I know that voice. Don’t you dare go off half cocked,” 
Mike hissed. 


Jax held the phone out and stared at Aleks, locking eyes. 
“Gotta go.” 


“Jax! Don’t you dare! Jax...” 


Jax laid his phone on top of the pile of clothes and slowly 
walked toward Aleks. “My girlfriend was taken by this 
fucking monster. Whatever you’re hiding, you tell me now or 
| swear to you, | will fucking kill you with my bare hands. Do 
you understand me?” His voice shaking, it was laced a 
dangerous tone. 


Aleks cocked his head as if deciding. “Then we work 
together and what you’re going to see Detective Steele | 
can no longer control. Everything you’ve ever known about 
your world and your safety will be challenged. If we do this, 
this ends my way. Do you understand? No longer are you a 
cop. Now, you become a warrior.” 


“You asshole! You may have gotten my girlfriend 
murdered!” Jax snarled. 


Aleks turned and flashed a dark look, his eyes becoming 
nothing more than flecks of golden streaks. “Then | guess 
we work together closely, lover as you now belong to me. 
Follow your instinct.” 


His heart racing, Jax nodded slowly. “You don’t understand 
my past and what I’ve been through.” 


“Yes, Jax. | do and it has nothing to do with newspaper 
articles. Come.” 


Aleks had no choice and he knew it. Seething, he had a 
terrible suspicion about what was really going on and if his 
instincts were correct, he was already too late to change the 
damning future. Jax would see his kind and what they were 
and while he understood what it might mean, there was 
little else he could do. Nikolay had upped the stakes. Taking 
the cop’s girlfriend was for no other reason than to draw 
them together. Unfortunately the humans in the city needed 
to blame someone. Why did he not smell complete deceit on 
Stuart? The puppeteer behind the ploy would also burn in 
the fires of hell. Brother or no brother, Nikolay would die. 
The plan had been laid out well and he had fallen into it. The 
human would pay with his life. There was no doubt Felicity 
was another target and he fully suspected she could lose 
her life for her duplicity. 


“The gallery?” Jax asked as he stared out the passenger 
window, his foot tapping on the car floor. 


“Yes. He'll Know where she was taken.” 
Jax looked over slowly. “Why?” 


Exhaling slowly, Aleks tried to figure out how and what to 
tell him. “As | mentioned to you before, there are some 
things not of this world. There are dark sides working 


against each other in a war and unfortunately it’s come to 
your soil.” 


“Christ! Let me guess. You're into the whole God damned 
belief about vampires, right? What are the werewolves 
coming next?” Jax glared at him as he shook his head. “Un- 
fucking believable. What are you hinting at?” 


Gripping the steering wheel, Aleks jerked the car around a 
sharp corner and gunned the engine. “There are things you 
can’t understand Jax and there’s no time to explain. I’m a 
man that you would consider a monster.” There was no time 
to ease Jax into understanding about his life as a perceived 
monster. He would learn soon enough. Turning his head, 
Aleks opened his mouth and raked his tongue across his 
elongated fangs. 


Jax blinked and then burst into laughter. “You expect me 
to believe this bullshit? Don’t insult me.” Sucking in his 
breath, he looked away. 


“You were bitten by a very powerful vampire and he gave 
you the sickness of the blackness of death and if you hadn’t 
taken my blood two nights ago you would now be dead or as 
some say the undead. Remember the evening, Jax and 
believe.” As he pulled behind the gallery and stopped the 
car, he tilted his head and watched as Jax struggled to 
remember. 


“| don’t understand.” 


“Yes, you do. We’re not only lovers, Jax Steele. We’re 
entering into a relationship that will drive my kind into the 
future and secure yours in a place you've only dreamed of. 


“No...1...” Opening and closing his mouth, Jax struggled 
with the information until he gripped the door handle, 


pitched open the door and threw himself outside. In slow 
motion he fell to the ground gagging. 


Aleks climbed out of the car and groaned. “You'll be fine 
and no, | didn’t turn you. You'll need a blood transfusion 
after this is over so that you remain human until the time is 
right. Come. We have a minion to take care of.” Refusing to 
wait, he strode to the back door of the gallery and ripped it 
open, jerking the metal door out of the frame. Sniffing, he 
knew the man was inside. As he adjusted his eyes to the 
dim lighting, he hissed. Gliding further into the interior, 
Aleks found Stuart hovering in his office. Snarling, he 
exposed his fangs and stalked toward the ugly little man. 
“You betrayed me. You know more of our kind and while you 
plied me with lies you allowed harm to this city.” 


“I... can explain...|...” Jerking to his feet, Stuart hugged 
the back wall, whimpering. 


Jax moved behind Aleks. “Wait a minute here. What is...” 


Cocking his head, Aleks hissed. “As | said to you Jax 
Steele, this world is not what you imagine it to be.” 
Snapping his head back toward Stuart, he closed the 
distance and wrapped his hand around Stuart’s throat, 
lifting him up off the ground. “Where did they take the 
woman?” 


Struggling to breathe, Stuart coughed as his body shook, 
his legs bouncing against the wall involuntarily. “I...it’s not... 
please!” 


“Let him down!” Jax snapped. “Whatever the fuck you are, 
if this freak is the only connection to Amanda, he has to 
live.” 


Snarling, Aleks shook his head. “Very well, cop.” Dropping 
Stuart, Aleks leaned forward and raked his fangs across 
Stuart’s neck. “Where is she?” 


“He'll kill me!” Stuart whined. 


“I can take care of Nikolay and you'll die here if you don’t 
tell me and | assure you, | will rip you apart while you’re 
alive and enjoy draining your blood,” Aleks said, the timbre 
of his voice filled with the promise of danger. 


“Who is this Nikolay?” Stuart asked, inching away from 
Aleks. 


Aleks sniffed the man and grunted. “Yes. My instincts were 
correct. We have another player and one that | know. 
Interesting.” 


“What does that mean?” Jax asked, his eyes never leaving 
Aleks. 


“Who is this creature?” Aleks asked Stuart as he gazed 
around the perimeter of the room. 


A slight smile curled across the edge of Stuart’s mouth. 
“One of your protégés. | assume you came for your required 
meeting.” 


“Who, little man?” Aleks could detect the two distinct 
scents. Stuart had been with both a short time before. 


“What’s going on here?” Jax whispered as he brushed his 
hands through his hair. “Aleks, let him go and you need to 
talk to me now.” 


“You really don’t know, do you detective?” Stuart asked as 
he tilted his head. Smiling, he moved away from Aleks, 


gripping the edge of the desk. 


“Know? You’re a part of this? Are you responsible for killing 
those boys?” Jax asked as he closed the distance. 


“T,..nN0...1 was only...a part of... They forced me. | had no 
choice as you have no choice but to do this creature’s 
biddings. You’re all fools. They live among us and you don’t 
even know it!” Stuart hissed. 


“Who...is...he? Who’s betrayed my kind?” Aleks snarled. 


Stuart’s eyes opened wide as stared around Aleks, his 
body shaking. “I didn’t...tell him...” 


The chuckle was dark and ominous and Aleks recognized 
it immediately. “Logan.” Aleks turned around slowly and 
stared at his old lover. “I thought you were dead.” 


“By all rights | should be, given the treatment you gave 
me,” Logan breathed. “You left me in ruins like trash after 
you turned me.” 


“You were uncontrollable.” Aleks cocked his head. Seeing 
Jax out of the corner of his eye, he sighed. The plan was 
almost perfect and one that might destroy them all. Using 
the single moment that he regretted, Nikolay had played the 
last card well. 


“What in the fucking hell is going on?” Jax asked. “You're 
Supposed to be dead.” 


"Well, you've learned my secret. | assure you cop that | 
am more than just dead. I’m a creation of this freak of 
nature.” Logan chuckled. “Your next snack, Aleks? He reeks 
of your filth.” 


“Did Nikolay treat you well? Did he make promises to you? 
Did he offer you a place at his side if you took me down?” 
Aleks moved toward Logan. While he couldn’t detect 
another vampire in close proximity, he knew they were all in 
danger. 


Moving to the right, Logan inched closer to Jax. “You’re 
such a fool and always were. You believe in humanity still 
and that was your downfall and why | was able to perform 
such delicious little tasks right under your nose, you 
pathetic freak. You tried to copy me with all your lovers that 
you drained their blood and allowed them to live while you 
decided to kill me!” 


Aleks snarled, his fists clenching open and closed. “I loved 
you and believed in you and you were determined to use 
your gift to slaughter humans.” 


“Slaughter? It was called feeding,” Logan snarfed. 


Aleks heard the click of the safety being released on Jax’s 
gun and sighed. “Sadly boy, you don’t know what you’ve 
gotten yourself in the middle of.” 


“I know enough to realize l'Il share a throne,” Logan said 
as he grinned, his blackened eyes turning toward Jax. 


“Then you're a fool and l'Il have to kill you!” Aleks roared. 


“You can’t kill me and besides, don’t you need to protect 
your little human boy?” Logan laughed as he inched closer 
to Jax. 


Aleks concentrated on his powers. Still weak from nonuse, 
there was only so much he could do to protect Jax. Logan 
was strong and had vampire blood infused in his system. It 


was the sweet stench that threw him. Lifting his head, he 
narrowed his eyes as a realization hit. 


Jax inched the gun from the holster and pointed the gun 
directly at Logan. “Whether you boys are creatures of the 
night or not, I’m gonna guess that a few bullets in strategic 
locations will get your attention. Now we’re gonna do this 
the right way. Where is the woman you’re holding and 
perhaps | can get you life instead of the chair?” 


Logan burst into laughter and in a split second bounced 
Jax off the back wall, almost snapping his neck. Lifting his 
head, he exposed his canines and raked his sharp nails 
down the length of Jax’s chest, drawing strings of blood. 


“Fuck!” Jax wheezed as he fumbled to keep to his gun. 
Pitching to the floor, he coughed and tried to maneuver 
away from Logan’s hold. 


“Die, fucker!” Raising his arm, he angled his sharp claws 
down, preparing to slice open Jax’s chest. 


Aleks snarled and jerked Logan off Jax before the monster 
finished the deathblow. “No!” Pitching him across the room, 
the sound of glass breaking permeated the room. Shards of 
jagged pieces spewed across every surface. 


Stuart screamed and barely moved before Logan slammed 
into his body. Dropping on all fours, he crawled through the 
shards to the other side of the room, whimpering. 


Logan snapped to his feet and crouched over, ready for 
the fight. “It’s you and me, Aleks. You’re all I’ve wanted 
since the day you booted me out of your life.” 


“You wouldn’t listen to me. You continued killing and 
ravaging,” Aleks took two strides, kicking out with a hard jab 


and catching Logan squarely in the chest. 


“Now I’m going to kill you, Aleks and there’s nothing you 
can do about it,” Logan laughed as he flew off both feet, 
crashing into Aleks. Tumbling to the floor, the two vampires 
rolled. 


Aleks didn’t want to kill the boy but there was no 
controlling him and he had been hired to kill. Concentrating, 
a rush of power filled his system. As he tipped his head back 
and roared, he rose to his feet, lifting and pushing Logan 
hard into the wall. “One chance. You tell me where Nikolay is 
and l'Il allow you to live.” 


“You have no control over me any longer, Aleksandr.” 
Smiling, Logan opened his mouth, exposing his fangs. 


Stuart stumbled away and moved toward his desk. 


Jax struggled to his feet, snatching the gun from the floor. 
Panting, he raised it and concentrated on Logan. 


Hearing the sound of the gun, Logan hissed and lunged 
toward Jax. 


Aleks grabbed Logan by the neck and plunged his nails 
into his jugular. Slamming Logan hard against the wall, he 
lifted him off the ground and cocked his head. “What you 
don’t understand is that I’m your maker which means | can 
kill you.” Rearing back his head, a high-pitched keening 
howl erupted from his mouth. The death call would be heard 
and felt by the betrayer and was meant as a warning. His 
only hope was that he hadn’t condemned the woman to her 
death. 


“No!” Screaming, Stuart grabbed a sharp instrument and 
raced toward Aleks. 


“Stop!” Jax screamed. 


Aleks plunged his fangs into Logan’s neck as the sound of 
a single gunshot rocketed through the room. As he drank 
from Logan’s neck, he heard Stuart’s strangled whimper and 
Jax’s anguished moan. 


Logan struggled to free himself and as he kept his eyes 
open, he smiled. “You...think...you’ve won...” Licking his 
lips, he panted, his body jerking up and down as his life was 
drained. 


Aleks hissed and a part of what was left of the man that 
had once been in his soul ached for the boy he thought he 
could love. As his body slowly disintegrated, Logan’s eyes 
grew heavy. 


Raking his nails across Aleks’ shirt, Logan’s breath came 
in scattered pants. “You...were...fooled.” 


Aleks jerked back from Logan and snapped his neck, 
allowing the remainder of skin and bones to fall to the floor. 
Wiping his mouth, he turned slowly and stared at Jax, who 
stood shaking over Stuart’s dead body. 


As Jax lifted his head, tears fell from the corners of his 
eyes. “What are you?” 


“A fool.” As he glanced down at Logan, he realized exactly 
where the woman had been taken and he had a terrible 
feeling that they would find two dead bodies when they 
returned. Seeing the ruby encrusted dagger in Stuart’s 
hand, he tipped his head back and roared. Dropping to his 
knees, he lowered his head. “What have | done?” Grabbing 
the instrument of death, he snarled. 


KKK 


“Yeah, Mike. It was brutal. His body is in the gallery.” 


“How the fuck did you know it was him?” Mike asked, his 
voice quiet. 


“He was Brent’s guest and | followed him.” Lying to Mike 
wasn’t the best option but there was no way he could tell 
anyone what he had just witnessed. Not only was he not 
sure if he was stark raving mad but the city was already in 
lockdown from terror. They needed a killer. Planting 
evidence in the gallery wasn’t his finest hour but 
corroboration would be needed to conclude the case. 


“Shit man! You’re going to get into all kinds of shit trouble 
with the Sergeant but I’m damn glad you followed your 
instincts this time. You okay?” 


“Fine Mike. | just have a few scratches.” Gazing down at 
his bloody shirt, he stole a glance at the man, the vampire 
who was driving. Shivering, he fought all the ugly demons 
that were dancing in the back of his mind. This was simply 
outrageous and while he wanted to laugh hysterically, he 
realized that this wasn’t over yet and the worst was yet to 
come. 


“All right, buddy. The team is on their way. What about 
Amanda?” 


“I think we...l might know where she is.” 


“We? Damn it, guy. l'Il let this go but you’re going to have 
to talk to me. Do you need backup? What am | saying? 
Where the hell are you? You have got to stop being a rogue 
cop here. You’re going to get Amanda killed.” Mike grumbled 
under his breath. 


KKK 


“Please trust me, Mike. Please. Give me an hour and | 
promise l'Il let you know.” Jax closed his eyes. Please God, 
let her be okay. “lIl call you.” 


“Uh-huh.” 

“I mean it.” 

“There’s one more thing.” 
Jax hissed. “What?” 


“The club owner is missing. There are no signs of a 
struggle but there are signs that she didn’t live alone.” 


Jax turned to gaze at Aleks. “A man?” 
“A child.” 


The news was more than fascinating. “Okay. Put out an 
APB on her and for God’s sake don’t let the press get any of 
this.” 


“I hear you man.” 


Hitting end, Jax held the phone to his forehead. “Where 
are we going, exactly?” 


“To the one place that | Know he took her.” 


“Who? Who the fuck are you talking about? Who the 
bloody Goddamn hell do you think is doing this and what in 
God’s name is wrong with me? I’m losing my mind!” A child? 
Whose child? 


“My brother but | fear another.” 


Jax sucked in his breath. “You mean to tell me there are 
two of you? And what do you mean you fear another?” 


Aleks sighed. “When we find them then l'Il tell you 
everything but time is of the essence.” 


“I’m smack in the middle of this. Why?” 


Turning his head, Aleks narrowed his eyes. “Because you 
were born into history and you don’t know how important 
you are to my people.” 


“Your people. Christ! I’m losing my mind!” Snarling, Jax 
shook his head. “This is ridiculous. You want me to believe 
you're a vampire and...” 


“Tell me Jax Steele, did you ever have dark dreams as a 
child and ones so bloody that you were terrified to tell 
anyone?” 


Opening and closing his mouth, Jax shivered. From the 
time he could remember he dreamed in vivid color of 
monsters that ravaged the souls of all that he came in 
contact with. “Talk to me about the ancient marking on your 
portrait.” 


Aleks sighed. “It’s an ancient crest from my family, why?” 


Seeing no reason to lie, Jax turned to face him. “I’ve seen 
it elsewhere.” Sensing Aleks was going to say little, he 
continued. “It’s believed to be dating all the way back to the 
beginning of time. Few examples exist and the ones that do 
are locked away, feared by many religions. Some Say it 
denotes evil.” 


Aleks shook his head. “Yes, detective and it’s a very 
important piece in my family. What does it have to do with 


the case?” 


“The symbol was burned into the bodies of the victims. We 
never allowed that piece out in the public” 


Snarling, Aleks slammed his hand on the steering wheel. 
“This has nothing to do with Logan Mitchell, does it?” 


“No, detective. It was to do with the power of my family 
and one that wants to take it over.” 


“Your brother?” Jax could see the Russian hesitate. “No. 
You think it’s someone else, don’t you?” 


“| will Know for certain when we find them.” 


Shaking his head, Jax put the ugly thoughts about 
nightmares and demons out of his mind but certain faces 
remained haunting him. Gazing out the window, he realized 
they were headed for Aleks’ studio. “I ask you again, where 
are we going?” 


“To the location where | hid the woman. It was too risky 
bringing her to my building.” 


Jax snapped his head back. “The club owner? Oh my God. 
You're involved with her.” 


“You knew she has been my snack since | came to town.” 


“Snack?” He gauged Aleks’ stoic face and took a stab in 
the dark. “And the child?” 


It was Aleks’ turn to be surprised. Hissing, he gripped the 
steering wheel. “What do you know about Dimitri?” 


“Nothing until you just told me. Who really is Felicity and 
her son to you? Is he your son?” Seeing the hesitation, Jax 
laughed. “Oh | forgot. Monsters can’t procreate.” It was the 
nervous tick that Aleks had at the corner of his mouth that 
gave him pause. 


“You know nothing.” Jerking into the parking lot of a 
dilapidated building, he turned off the engine. 


“Of course.” Jax gripped the passenger door handle. 


Aleks wrapped his hand around Jax’s arm. “You need to 
hear me. No matter what you think you know and don’t 
believe, my brother will stop at nothing to take what he 
rightfully believes to be his throne. There are things... 
horrible things happening here that | thought | could control 
but I’m been too blind.” 


Jax gazed at the man, sensing so much more to the story. 
“What is so important about the dagger?” 


Aleks turned his head slowly. “It’s a family heirloom of 
sorts and one that shouldn’t have turned up here.” 


“Meaning?” 
“Meaning the ultimate betrayal.” 


Snorting, Jax yanked out and inserted a new clip into his 
gun, snapping it together forcefully. “More riddles. Just allow 
me to protect the women.” 


“As you wish, detective.” As he climbed out of the car, 
Aleks sniffed and gazed up at the building. 


“What is it?” 


“He’s here.” 


“Oh goody. Whatever happens the woman aren’t to be 
harmed!” Jax snapped. 


Turning a deadly cold stare in Jax’s direction, he growled. 
“Į assure you, Jax that I’m not your enemy. The full moon is 
in two days and if in two days the boy is not in safe hands 
many of your kind will die.” 


Shivering, Jax refused to believe yet flashes of nightmares 
pulsed through the back of his mind. “Let’s go.” Trailing 
behind Aleks, the further into the bowels of the building 
they went the more his hackles were raised and at every 
turn Aleks seemed to turn more and more into a predator. 
Bells and whistles went off in his mind as he listened for any 
sounds. The abandoned building was a hollow reminder of 
long since forgotten times at the turn o the century. Why the 
crumbling building was allowed to remain standing he’d 
never know but somehow its ominous shell was a gentle 
reminder that he was living a real nightmare. 


Aleks held out his hand as they rounded a corner and 
stared down at the end of the hall. “They’re here.” 


“Are they alone?” 


Aleks shook his head. “No.” Taking long strides down the 
length of the hallway, he kicked the last door open. 


“Shit!” Of course, we’re talkin’ about vampires. This could 
not be happening. As he trotted down the hall and into the 
room, he gasped. 


“Well well, the party’s all here. How good of your to come, 
brother. Seems that our friend kept many a secret.” 


Jax gazed back and forth at the two blond men, surprised 
at their resemblance. A strangled whimper dragged his 
attention to the side. Amanda and Felicity were bound and 
gagged in the shadowed corner of the room but as he stole 
a quick glance around the perimeter, he didn’t see a boy. 
Amanda’s eyes were saucers and from where he stood he 
could see her struggling with both her bindings. 


“Such a practiced ruse for simply luring me into your 
tangled web, Nikolay,” Aleks hissed as he glided further into 
the room. 


“Would you have come if I'd asked? No. As soon as you 
found out about your mate here, you would have remained 
in the states. That’s why | came to find you. It was easy with 
the help of Durac.” Nikolay smiled and leaned against the 
back wall. “Why don’t you introduce me to the hottie? Since 
he’s going to die here today along with the bitch he’s 
sleeping with, he might as well get to know us.” 


Jax unclipped the safety and held out the gun. “I don’t 
know what I’ve slithered into the middle of here but we’re 
going to do this my way. The entire police department is on 
their way here so we’re going to simply go downstairs and 
wait for them.” 


Nikolay burst into laughter. “I must admit, Aleksandr, this 
one is tasty. | can see why you fell in lust with him.” He 
sniffed. “Ah | can tell you’ve consummated your relationship 
dragging him further into hell. Good. And he does have 
some of your blood. Too bad the effects won’t last.” 


There was something about Aleks’ cagey motions that 
troubled Jax. He eyed the room again sensing a heightened 
electric vibe. It was as if every one of his senses was on fire. 


His body shaking, he licked his dry lips as beads of 
perspiration trickled down his spine. 


Aleks sighed and walked closer to Nikolay. “What do you 
really want? The throne? My soul?” 


“Too bad we’re of the same loin, brother because | would 
enjoy fighting you to the death but there are truths you 
don’t understand. | have the amulet.” 


“And the potion?” Aleks smiled “You don’t have that, do 
you?” 


“1...” Nikolay shook his head. 


Jax used the moment to glide toward the women. He could 
tell neither one was hurt but fear and a level of 
understanding raged through Amanda. Her eyes were those 
of knowing he was forever changed and in them Jax could 
not only see terror but disgust. 


“Stop! Do not touch them, cop or l'II kill them now!” 
Nikolay commanded. Snarling, he closed the distance to 
Aleks. “Give me the potion.” 


“| don’t have it. It seems we've both been duped.” Aleks 
grabbed Nikolay’s wrist. “Durac has more power than | 
anticipated. Where is the boy?” 


Nikolay cocked his head. “Boy?” 


Jax stood still but his cop instincts told him that there was 
another presence. Moving in front of the two women, he 
stole glances around the room. 


“Durac!” Aleks snarled and turned slowly. “Lascala, 
derfure. Taian becalia. 


Hearing Aleks speak in an odd language, Jax realized it 
was the same inflections he’d heard before. Fear trickled 
down his spine and for some reason he realized that he was 
dealing with something not of this world, or perhaps from 
the very beginnings of the world. As he glared at the 
mysterious stranger he realized that he’d seen him before in 
the street the day with Amanda an experienced him in 
Amanda’s garden. This creature was the real killer. 


“It was tremendous fun to play one against the other,” the 
dark voice boomed. “Betwa dormagnon elan.” 


Amanda squeaked her eyes opening wide as the man 
glided into the room. 


“Of course. You betrayed not only the two of us but our 
people,” Aleks hissed. “You wanted the throne all along.” 
Holding up the dagger, he shook his head. “This was meant 
to kill me with.” 


Jax watched as Aleks’ face grew dark. 


“Touché lover. Yes. | see my real minion had no clue how 
to take care of certain situations. No matter. | have other 
ways of destroying you. While you were running as far away 
from our home as you could get and your brother was 
fighting the other side, | forged bonds that won’t be broken. 
l'Il have what you didn’t want.” 


“You used Logan to get to me, why?” 


“Fodder. Nothing more. He wanted revenge and | wanted 
to get close to you again. He was in love with you and you 
threw him away. | must admit that he might have been fun 
to keep around for a little while given his bent on torture. 
Tsk Tsk. You should’ve kept up with your studies, Aleks. You 
would have been more prepared to meet your future mate 


and in turn perhaps you could’ve had everything you threw 
away,” Durac laughed. 


Mate? The word had been thrown around more than once. 
Jax stepped into the shadows and peered down at the rope 
holding Amanda. By the amount of blood chafed into the 
rope, she had been trying to loosen her bindings for some 
time. 


Amanda glanced up as him quickly and whimpered. 


Jax placed his fingers over his mouth and nodded to both 
women. 


Nikolay flanked Aleks’ side. “What is you hope to achieve, 
Durac? You’ve not the blood to take our kind into the next 
moment of passing.” 


“That’s where you’re wrong. | have the boy and the 
rightful heir,” Durac kept his gaze pinned onto Aleksandr. 
“And my ex lover led me to him. How gracious of you.” 


Aleks shook. Snarling, he opened his mouth, allowing his 
fangs to erupt. “You won’t get away with this. The families 
will Know what you've done.” 


Durac laughed. “That’s where you’re wrong. You fell right 
into this, Aleksandr. When you left and | was imprisoned, | 
had plenty of time to read all the old scriptures. The telling 
of exactly what would happen before the next full moon has 
proven to be very helpful. You see, Felicity came to me for 
help and there was no doubt she was the host. So a little 
plan was put into motion. She was paid well and sent to 
Nikolay first before following you to the states and seducing 
you. Your little minion allowed for food and fun and a shroud 
to hide behind. I’ve enjoyed being in your fair little city. 
Oddly enough the boy you threw away Aleksandr was trying 


to go behind my back as well. You’ve done me a service by 
killing the traitor.” 


“Unbelievable. Tell me Durac, what are your plans for our 
good detective?” Aleks moved in front of the line of site of 
Jax’s body. 


“He’s your mate and | must say that torturing his soul has 
been quite delicious. | thought my artwork was incredible. 
Did you know the kills mirrored something our little 
detective couldn’t control a few years ago?” 


Clenching his fists, Jax refused to take the bait. 
Concentrate on getting the women out. Do it Jax. 


“You're a bastard and will be cast out of the family!” Aleks 
snarled. 


“I doubt it.” Durac laughed. 


“I see there has been lying all the way around, Durac. Why 
should I have believed you at all?” Nikolay shook his head. 


“Because we all want something,” Durac stated. “For 
some of us the stakes are simply higher.” 


Jax slowly dropped to the floor. Hidden behind a steel 
column, he laid the gun down slowly and fumbled with the 
rope. 


“You're mad!” Nikolay roared. 


“No, I’m cunning. Do you know why you never knew that 
you were brothers?” Durac chuckled. “Because | was the 
woman’s caretaker. A fucking caretaker. I’d been with the 
family since almost the beginning and promised wealth and 
my own station and instead | was made a caretaker first to a 


woman and then her bastard sons. You see, your father and 
king of our people wanted nothing to do with you, 
Aleksandr. As soon as twins were born, | realized that | had 
the upper hand. So I killed them and sold one off to the 
Jicard family ensuring that one way or the other | would 
have everything | wanted.” 


Jax loosened the bindings just enough that he knew she 
could get loose. Leaning over, he whispered in Amanda’s 
ear. “Be very still but you should be able to get the rest.” 


“You killed our father and mother? How were you able to 
get away with it?” Nikolay breathed. 


“Let’s see. Your mother died in childbirth as most did in 
those days and your father, well, even the powerful vampire 
than at had ruled for centuries has foibles. He enjoyed the 
drink a little too much. You do know what happens when 
vampires ingest acid, don’t you?” Laughing hysterically, 
Durac sniffed. 


Jax could tell Aleks was stunned. Standing slowly, he 
eased toward Felicity. A sharp jab of electricity coursed 
through his body. Tipping his head, Aleks gazed at him. As a 
connection was made, he realized what Aleks was trying to 
say. Nodding, he dropped to his knees and crawled to 
Felicity immediately fiddling with her ties. He prayed the 
monster wasn’t going to see him. 


Nikolay eyed his brother and moved behind Durac. “You 
have one problem, Durac. You need the potion, the amulet 
and the key and the key is thought to be missing.” 


Durac threw his head back and laughed. “Another mistake. 
Such children. Tell him my lover.” 


Hissing, Aleks pulled his necklace out from under his shirt. 
“You played this well. While the others are fighting amongst 
themselves and the Jicard family, you came in under the 
radar.” 


“Yes. | have the potion and the little boy meant to be King. 
And | will offer one of you this, a single and very final offer. 
One of you may come with me and together we'll rule the 
planet,” Durac smiled. 


“Or we'll kill you together,” Nikolay hissed. 


“You thought of everything. If the boy isn’t taken back to 
the family, we will begin the Fade.” 


“He’s my son?” Nikolay gazed across the room at Felicity. 


“Yes. And the blood that will bring the two families 
together.” Aleks sighed. 


“Such a shame you two kill each other off and | have to be 
the hero. Damn!” Durac laughed. “I promise to raise him 
right so that when he kills the humans that come across his 
path, it’ll be in your honor, Nikolay.” 


Jax stood up and walked closer. He could do no more 
without drawing attention. “It’s time to take the party 
outside boys.” Giving Aleks a nod, he only hoped that he 
understood. He had to get the women out of the building. 


“Where’s the boy, Durac?” Aleks demanded. 
“Somewhere safe. You didn’t think I’d be foolish enough to 


keep him here, did you?” Durac grinned. “Now, I’m growing 
bored so it’s about time | left the little party.” 


Nikolay moved toward Durac. “You bastard! We won't 
stand for this. Working together we can best you.” 


As the air in the entire building crackled becoming dense 
with a level of electricity that Jax knew from the past, 
instinct kicked in. He turned his head slowly and nodded to 
the women. 


“I’ve learned a few party tricks that I think you’ll both 
appreciate,” Durac smiled. Holding out his hands, he 
grinned. “As you've figured out, I’m not your maker 
therefore | can’t kill you with my bare hands but | can use 
something else and it’s much more powerful and much 
more deadly. Are you certain you don’t want to become my 
lover and allow me to rule, Aleksandr?” 


“Over my dead body!” Aleks snarled as he cocked his 
head. 


Amanda’s eyes grew wide. 
Durac smiled. “So be it. See you in hell.” 


In the next several seconds, everything happened in slow 
motion. Jax cocked his gun and in a flash, took off running 
toward the three men. Aiming his pistol at the man called 
Durac, he bellowed and clipped off several shots, hitting him 
squarely in the shoulder just as a flash if intense light and 
heat engulfed the entire room. 


“No!” Aleks screamed as a rocket of fire slammed into his 
shoulder. 


Durac hissed and snapped his head toward Jax enabling 
Aleks to rush him. 


Another bolt of fire pulsed from Durac’s hand barely 
missing Jax. Out of the corner of his eye he saw the two 
women race toward the door. 


Durac swung around and shot a stream of blazing fire 
toward them catching Felicity in the back. 


Totally engulfed by flames, she screamed and dropped to 
the floor. 


Jax raced toward her as Nikolay stepped directly in front of 
the next blast meant for Felicity. He fell on top of her and 
rolled, forcing them both out the door. 


“Jax, what’s happening?” Amanda screamed over the 
sound of shattering glass. 


“Run! Get the hell out of the building!” 

Amanda stood still, panting. 

“Go!” 

She nodded and took off running, her actions jerky. 


Tamping out the flames, Jax jerked Felicity to her feet and 
dragged her down the hallway, making it to the stairs just 
as a rumble roared down the hallway. “Fuck!” As heat and 
flames licked at their every step as they raced down the 
stairs, he kept them pushing on realizing the building was 
going to explode. “Ggggggoooo!” Nearing the bottom of the 
stairs, a whooshing sound enveloped the entire stairwell. 
“Go! Go! Go!” Pushing them forward, Jax shook as 
adrenaline kicked in. 


Tumbling out the door, they barely made it before the 
entire building erupted. A series of flames roared out the 


door, sending metal, wood and hot embers pulsing around 
them. 


Amanda fell with a hard thud and Jax pushed Felicity 
down, covering both women with his body as flames danced 
around them, the intense heat scorching the ground. 


Jax closed his eyes and tried to make sense of what had 
happened. When the roar turned into a dull rumble, only 
then did Jax allow a stolen glance. Completely in flames, 
there was no way that anyone could have survived the 
blaze. Coughing, he spat out streams of blood and bile as he 
tried to catch his breath. Panting, he groaned as he moved 
to the side slowly and gazed at the flaming building.” You 
two okay?” 


“I’m...fine,” Amanda wheezed. “I think...she’s hurt. Let me 
look at her.” 


Jax nodded and wiped sweat from his brow. Rising to his 
feet, he stared at the crumbling building and shook his 
head. Whatever had happened he wouldn’t be able to 
fathom but at least the monsters were gone. Now he had to 
find the boy, if he really existed. Gazing down at his hands, 
he knew he was changed somehow and while terror would 
have racked his body, instead he was filled with an odd 
sense of peace. 


“Jax, she’s bleeding and in a lot of pain. We need to get 
her to a hospital.” 


“All right. Yeah...okay. Let me call the office.” Gazing 
across the perimeter of the building, an intense sensation 
roared through his body. 


Groaning, Felicity opened her eyes. “Help...me.” 


“It’s okay.” Amanda pressed her fingers over Felicity’s 
forehead. 


“I have...to...tell...” Coughing, Felicity moaned. “Aleks...” 


As another hard blast tumbled from the burning building, 
Jax scrambled close to the women. Crawling over to Felicity, 
he gazed down at her imploring eyes. 


Her hand shaky, Felicity reached up and grabbed Jax’s 
wrist. “I have to tell you something.” 


Leaning over, he heard her scattered words and his body 
began shaking. As pulled out his cell phone, a shimmering 
glint caught his eye. The lone figure stood on the hill, his 
long hair blowing in the wind. Slowly Jax rose to his feet and 
watched as the man surveyed the perimeter. Jax sucked in 
his breath unable to tell who it was. As a trickle of fear raced 
down his back and Felicity’s words remained in the forefront 
of his mind, he knew the nightmare was far from over. In 
truth, they were all damned to hell. 
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